MM 


THE  LIBRARY 

OF 

THE  UNIVERSITY 

OF  CALIFORNIA 
LOS  ANGELES 


^/i^^^ 


MA.JOE  LAWEENCE,  F.L.S. 


A   NOVEL. 


BY    THE 

HON.   EMILY  LAWLESS, 

AUTHOIt   OP   "  HUBIUSH  :    A   STUDY,"    ETC. 


IN  THREE  VOLUMES. 
VOL.  III. 


LONDON: 
JOHN   MURRAY,   ALBEMARLE   STREET. 

1867. 


LONDON : 

PRINTED    liT   WILLIAM    CLOWKS    AND    SONS,    LIMITED, 

STAMFOUD   &TKEKT   AND   CUARINU    CROSS. 


1^.  3 


CONTENTS. 


VOLUME   III. 

BOOK   IV .—Continued. 


860779 


PAGE 


Chapters  IV.  to  VII. — Back  Again  ...  1-71 

BOOK  V. 
Chapters  I.  to  V. — The  Depths  Unfold  75-154 

BOOK  VI. 

Chapters  I.  to  VII.— The  Curtain  Falls       157-308 


VOL.   I  IT. 


BOOK  lY. 
BACK  AGAIN. 

(Continued.) 


MAJOE  LAWRENCE,  F.L.S. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

Colonel  Lawrence  dined  with  tlie  Gathers 
the  following  day,  took  a  drive  with  them 
the  next,  and  lunched  on  board  the  Veda 
the  next  but  one,  each  social  occurrence 
seeming  to  lead  inevitably  to  the  one 
beyond.  What  impulse  there  was  in  the 
matter  certainly  came  from  Algernon 
Gathers,  who  laid  violent  hands  upon  his 
time  and  inclination,  as  it  was  his  fashion 
to  lay  hands  upon  most  things  within  reach. 
Oddly  enough  he  seemed  inspired  with  a 
genuine  liking  for  the  new-comer's  society. 
Possibly  he  may  have  found  a  satisfaction 
in    attaching   to    his   train    so    serious   and 
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responsible  a  member  of  the  community ; 
possibly  the  mere  fact  of  his  being  some- 
tliing  of  a  novelty  gave  him  a  lustre  not  his 
own.  Whatever  the  reason  was,  he  certainly 
lost  no  occasion  of  urging  his  presence, 
pleading  as  before  tlie  hardship  of  his  own 
case,  and  the  paramount  duty  of  friendship 
under  the  circumstances. 

John  LawTence  yielded,  and  went.  He 
did  not,  in  truth,  need  much  persuading. 
If  there  was  a  good  deal  that  irritated  him 
on  these  occasions,  the  pleasure  considerably 
outweighed  the  irritation.  He  found  some 
little  difficulty  in  making  up  his  mind  as  to 
the  relative  standing  of  husband  and  wife, 
rather  of  the  wife  towards  the  husband,  that 
being  the  portion  of  the  problem  which 
naturally  held  most  interest  for  him.  He 
made  up  his  mind,  that  is  to  say,  absolutely 
and  irrevocably,  one  day,  and  then  mentally 
W'iped  the  decision  out  the  next.  She  had 
suffered  a  great  disillusion,  of  that  he 
felt  confident.  His  impression  was  that  it 
was  already  a  good  long  way  in  the  back- 
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ground.  The  storm,  whatever  it  was,  had 
passed,  and  had  given  place  to  a  forced 
serenity.  She  had  taken  her  life  by  the 
two  shoulders,  and  was  not  going  to  let  it 
out  of  her  own  control ;  her  will  was  set 
upon  making  the  best  of  it,  and  her  will  was 
not  a  thiug  which  even  the  most  stubborn 
or  the  most  brutal  of  facts  could  venture 
entirely  to  trifle  with. 

The  likeness  to  Lady  Mordaunt— always 
a  likeness  of  expression  rather  than  of 
feature — had  become  much  more  marked. 
It  seemed  as  if  it  had  formerly  been  over- 
laid with  other  and  contrary  tendencies, 
which  years,  or  the  unkind  hazards  of  her 
destiny  had  tended  to  efface.  There  was 
less  intellect,  less  imperiousness,  but  there 
was  even  more  of  a  sort  of  unspoken  re- 
liance upon  self.  A  reliance  the  more 
decided  that  it  was  never  for  a  moment 
obtruded. 

Evidently,  with  her  the  primal  need  was 
to  minister  rather  than  to  be  ministered  to. 
She   was    not   a   soft,    clinging,    expansive 
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woman,  and  even  if  circumstances  had  been 
different  he  could  hardly  imagine  her  having 
ever  been  so.  Where  it  seemed  to  him  she 
showed  most  clearly  that  some  painful, 
uulooked-for  catastrophe  had  shattered  her 
life  was  in  a  sort  of  unconquerable  reserve. 
On  the  rare  occasions  in  which  he  saw  her 
in  society  she  was  even  noticeably  silent, 
whether  owing  to  the  contiguity  of  her 
brilliant  husband  he  did  not  know,  but  it 
seemed  unnatural  that  so  innately  vigorous, 
even  dominant  a  nature,  should  have  shrunk 
to  such  a  degree  wdthout  some  determi- 
nating cause,  and  it  was  not  necessary  to 
look  very  far  to  discover  what  that  deter- 
minating cause  was  likely  to  be. 

That  her  husband  in  all  practical  points 
was  absolutely  dependent  upon  her  was 
evident.  Every  particle  of  friction  that 
could  be  cleared  from  his  path  was  ha- 
bitually so  cleared  by  her.  Wealth  has 
proverbially  a  beneficial  effect  in  that 
direction,  but  even  wealth  needs  a  direct- 
ing intelligence,  and  hers  was  one  which 
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allowed  no  detail  to  escape  its  vigilance. 
To  Algernon  Gathers  his  money  seemed 
indeed  in  several  respects  to  be  a  source 
of  torment  rather  than  otherwise.  He  ap- 
peared to  be  haunted  with  an  insatiable 
sense  of  never  quite  getting  sufficient  good 
out  of  it ;  perpetually  egged  on  to  buy,  buy, 
buy,  for  no  other  reason  apparently'  but  the 
necessity  of  spending. 

His  extravagance  in  the  matter  of  pur- 
chases  seemed   to  John  Lawrence   pheno- 
menal.     Whenever    they    passed    a    shop 
where   "  antichiti "   were    sold, — and  every 
one   who    knows    Genoa    knows   that   that 
means  nearly  every  second  shop — he  would 
go  in  and  order  right  and  left,  as  the  ob- 
jects struck  his  fancy,  regardless  of  the  fact 
that  he  had  already  dozens  of  others  more 
or  less  the  same.     Gems  he  had  a  particular 
fancy  for,  and  would  turn  over  the  trays  of 
the  people  who  trafficked  in  such  things, 
bargaining     occasionally,     as     he     himself 
explained,    for   the   humour   of    the   thing. 
He  was  a  good  judge,  and  the  things  no 
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doubt  were  worth  what  he  paid  for  thera, 
but  it  seemed  to  tlie  looker  on  a  doubtfully 
satisfactory  way  of  getting  through  large 
sums.  These  he  would  keep  by  him,  but 
the  other  purchases  he  would  usually  have 
sent  off  either  to  Mentone  or  Devonshire, 
as  the  case  might  be.  They  were  not 
wanted  in  either  place,  he  frankly  admitted, 
but  after  all  the  chief  use  of  a  house  was 
as  a  place  in  which  to  stow  away  your 
suj^erfluous  rubbish. 

It  sometimes  occurred  to  the  Colonel  to 
wonder  whether  he  would  not  rather  enjoy 
the  sensation  of  gulping  down  every  worldly 
possession  he  owned  in  one  last  gulp,  as 
Cleopatra  is  fabled  to  have  done  her  pearl, 
thus  leaving  nothing  for  those  that  came 
after  him,  and  then  a  feeling  of  pity  would 
arise,  and  he  would  reproach  himself  for  so 
uncharitable  a  surmising.  For  what  a  sorry 
business  it  was  after  all !  "When  all  the 
possibilities  of  imaginable  extravagance  or 
luxury  were  exhausted,  what  did  it  amount 
to  ?     In  point  of  enjoyment,  yonder  sturdy 
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beggar  tramping  vigorously  by  iu  tlie  dirt 
had  the  better  bargain  ! 

They  stayed  in  Genoa  beyond  the  time 
which  Lady  Eleanor  had  named  as  the 
period  of  their  stay.  It  had  grown  cold, 
and  John  Lawrence  saw  that  she  w^as  ever 
in  a  state  of  suppressed  uneasiness  every 
time  her  husband  went  out  of  doors.  Their 
hotel  seemed  to  their  visitor  the  most  uu- 
home-like  and  uncomfortable  place,  worse 
than  even  his  own  ghostly  caravansary  by 
the  water's  edge.  It  was  not  so  big,  but 
it  was  much  more  pretentious  ;  its  brand- 
new  velvet  furniture  catching  against  the 
clothes,  and  exasperating  the  temper  of 
all  wdio  approached  it  ;  its  pier  glasses, 
gleaming  in  the  sun-rays,  as  if  claiming 
an  exclusive  right  to  monopolize  them. 
Algernon  Gathers  had  thrown  a  few  of  his 
brocades  and  other  recent  purchases  here 
and  there,  but  only  fitfully,  nor  would  he 
allow  his  wife  or  any  one  else  to  under- 
take the  office,  declaring  that  their  arrange- 
ments were,  if  anything,  more  excruciating 
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to  him  than  Signor  Goppi's  native  abomi- 
nations. 

It  soon  became  a  habit  for  Colonel  Law- 
rence to  saunter  down  after  breakfast,  and 
upon  several  occasions  it  was  dusk  or  night 
before  he  regained  his  own  quarters.  Alger- 
non Gathers  always  expressed  the  warmest 
satisfaction  at  his  appearance,  and  dissatis- 
faction at  his  departure,  though  after  the 
first  day  he  treated  him  with  as  scant  a 
measure  of  consideration,  and  as  continuous 
a  running  fire  of  mockeries  as  he  did  the 
rest  of  his  little  world. 

He  had  evidently  a  passion  for  thrusting 
small  darts  into  people,  and  seeing  how 
they  looked  under  the  infliction.  His  neigh- 
bour's weak  points,  when  discoverable,  he 
seemed  to  regard  as  so  many  recognizable 
marks  for  the  arrows  of  his  undeniably  well- 
filled  quiver.  If  the  arrow  missed  its  mark, 
it  was  no  matter ;  if  it  joeuetrated  to  the 
very  bone,  well,  he  could  always  fall  back 
upon  the  innocence  of  his  own  intentions. 

It  was  evident  that  he  had  done  a  good 
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deal  of  experimenting  in  this  way  upon  his 
wife,  which  partly,  periiaps,  accounted  for 
that  armour  of  reticence  which  she  hahitu- 
ally  wore.  He  admitted  the  fact  himself 
with  a  whimsical  ingeniousness  which  went 
some  way  towards  palliating  the  enormity 
of  the  offence — 

"  I  wouldn't  he  married  to  an  absolutely 
even-tempered  woman  for  all  the  mines  of 
Golconda  !  "  he  declared  one  day  when  Lady 
Eleanor  had  shown  a  little  heat  over  some 
piece  of  monstrously  inverted  morality  he 
had  been  sonorously  proclaiming.  "  The 
pleasure  of  allowing  my  fingers  to  play 
along  the  delicate  edge  of  my  wife's  temper 
I  regard  as  a  high  esthetic  enjoyment,  one 
of  the  few  I  retain,  since  other  recreations 
of  the  kind  have  unkindly  left  me  in  the 
lurch.  When  I  see  a  faint  colour  beginning 
to  rise  in  her  cheeks,  then  I  know  that  I 
am  getting  upon  perilous  ground,  that  the 
ice,  or  the  lava-crust,  to  use  a  more  appro- 
priate simile,  is  getting  thin  ;  when  her  ejQ 
begins  to  light  up  as  if  she  kept  a  private 
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electrical  machine  inside,  I  saj'-  to  myself — 
'Look  out,  my  friend,  the  storm  is  coming  !' 
Still,  being  a  plucky  man  in  my  small  way, 
I    go   on,    feeling   my  way  cautiously   but 
playing  about  with  an  innocent  air ;  trem- 
bling  inwardly,    but  preserving   as   bold   a 
front  as  possible.    Frequently— generally  in 
fact,  I  may  say — I  am  let  off.     The  con- 
sciousness of  having  but  a  poor  creature  to 
deal  with  no  doubt  comes  to  the  rescue,  and 
she  magnanimously  abstains  from  annihila- 
ting me.     Now  and  then,  however,  I  go,  I 
suppose,  too  far,  and  then  the  storm  really 
comes.     The  wind  suddenly  rises  ;    thunder 
cracks  over  head ;  the  trees  begin  to  rock  ; 
the  lightning  shines  down  upon  my  devoted 
head ;  I  feel,  or  ought  to  feel,  as  if  I  were 
a  worm   wriggling  in  scorched  humihation 
upon  the  ground.    I  lie  low  and  keep  quiet, 
biding   my   time   till    the   storm    is    over. 
Little  by  little  it  passes  ;  the  thunder  rolls 
away  in  the   distance ;  the   mountain  tops 
begin  to  reappear  ;  faint  gleams  of  sun  show 
in  the  far  off  distance,  and  I  come  round 
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feeling  myself  carefully  all  over  to  make 
sure  that  I  am  alive,  and  discover  to  my 
relief  that  I  am  not  even  very  much  the 
worse  for  it.  Then  I  am  very  good  indeed, 
and  utter  no  more  improper  paradoxes  for 
at  least  at  week,  and  so  we  go  on  a  long 
time  without  another  storm." 

John  Lawrence,  to  whom  all  this  was 
addressed,  naturally  looked  at  the  wife  to 
see  how  she  took  it.  Her  cheeks  certainly 
showed  that  premonitory  signal  of  which 
her  husband  had  spoken,  but  she  smiled 
and  defended  herself  playfully. 

"  You  haven't  had  a  storm  for  a  long  time, 
Algernon,"  she  said  pleadingly. 

"  No,  my  dear,  I  know  I  haven't — with 
shame  I  own  it.  The  reason  is  that  you 
no  longer  consider  me  worth  your  steel,  that 
is  all." 

''It  is  very  wrong  to  amuse  yourself  by 
saying  things  just  to  irritate  me.  If  you 
have  a  better  temper  yourself  you  ought 
to  have  the  more  pity  for  others.  Gratitude, 
if  nothing  else,  should  make  you  merciful." 
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"  As  for  saying  things  to  irritate  you,  my 
dear,  I  say  them  because  I  think  them,  and 
as  for  being  grateful,  I  am  perfectly  willing 
to  be  grateful  when  occasion  offers,  but  as 
to  the  remarkable  sweetness  of  my  temper,  I 
am  glad  you  have  mentioned  it,  as  otherwise 
I  shouldn't  have  discovered  it.  It  is  true  I 
mayn't  fly  into  heroic  rages,  but  I  certainly 
flatter  myself  that  I  can  take  it  out  in  other 
ways,  as  no  one  ought  to  know  better  than 
yourself.  My  condition,  in  fact,  is  one  of 
chronic  irritability,  and  as  far  as  I  can  fore- 
see is  likely,  I  may  remark,  to  remain  so. 
A  man  who  dislikes  hideous  colours  and 
violent  contrasts,  who  does  not  enjoy  a 
perpetual  shrieking,  ratthng,  whistling, 
howling,  jingling  tintinnabulation  in  his 
ears,  who  has  a  prejudice  against  false  notes 
sung  at  the  pitch  of  the  most  powerful  lungs 
in  the  universe,  is  not  likely,  I  take  it,  to  be 
a  particularly  placid  man  nowadays  in  Italy." 

In  so  saying,  Algernon  Gathers  did  him- 
self no  more  than  justice  !  If  he  rarely 
dropped  the  humorous  tone  in  deahng  with 
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the  things  to  which  he  objected,  he  assuredly 
never  ceased  to  proclaim  his  grievances. 
On  the  contrary  he  rang  the  changes  on 
them  in  season  and  out  of  season  with  a 
frank  egotism  which,  to  a  man  like  John 
Lawrence,  seemed  simply  colossal.  To 
hold  one's  tongue  about  one's  minor  dis- 
comforts as  long  as  such  holding  of  the 
tongue  was  possible,  being  to  him  one  of 
the  cardinal  attributes  of  manhood. 

To  manliness  Algernon  Gathers  at  this 
time  could  hardly  be  said  to  lay  violent 
claims,  rather  he  proclaimed  his  own  in- 
ability to  endurance  with  an  evident  sense 
that  in  so  doing  he  also  demonstrated  his 
own  inherent  superiority  over  the  rest  of 
the  world.  It  was  a  somewhat  contemp- 
tuous toleration  that  our  stalwart  friend 
accorded  him,  still  after  a  while  he  did 
come  to  tolerate  him.  Indeed,  though  in 
most  respects  the  young  man  had  certainly 
altered  for  the  worse,  although  many  of 
those  flaws  which  he  had  formerly  only 
suspected  were  now  visible  and  undeniable, 
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Colonel  Lawrence — perhaps  for  the  very 
reason  that  they  were  undeniable — did  not 
feel  anything  like  so  strong  an  antipathy 
towards  him  as  he  had  done  in  the  days  of 
his  Mentonese  amiability.  For  one  thing 
he  never  quite  lost  sight  of  that  strong 
torrent  of  pity  which  had  swept  over  him  in 
the  Campo  Santo,  a  pity  so  great  as  almost 
to  bridge  over  those  gulfs  of  scorn  and  anger 
into  which  Algernon  Gathers'  conduct 
occasionally  threw  him.  Inconceivably, 
monstrously  selfish  as  he  was,  especially  as 
regards  his  wife,  his  plight  was  surely  one 
to  move  the  sternest  of  recording  angels  to 
pity.  The  very  egotism  of  the  man  seemed 
to  make  him  only  the  more  pitiable.  He 
was  so  intensely  conscious  of  himself,  so 
brimming  over  with  the  importance  of  his 
own  interests,  ideas,  sensations,  so  honestly 
convinced  of  the  relative  unimportance  of 
everything  that  did  not  in  some  way  bear 
upon  this  vital  point,  that  it  was  diflicult 
to  be  much  with  him,  and  occupied  about 
him,  as  all  who  bore  him  company  inevitably 
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were,  without  to  some  degree  coming  to 
entertain  the  same  feehng.  His  inflated 
personahty  seemed  to  fill  the  entire  canvas  ; 
everything  else  —  history,  politics,  life, 
letters,  the  entire  revolving  world — be- 
coming merely  as  it  were  secondary  and 
accidental. 

It  was  not  always  that  such  tolerant 
sentiments  as  these  found  place  in  our  hero's 
much  tried  bosom.  There  were  moments 
when  he  longed  intensely  to  take  Algernon 
Gathers  by  his  two  shoulders — invalid  though 
he  was — and  shake  him  into  some  sense  of 
what  was  decent  and  becoming  ;  when  he 
had  to  walk  out  of  the  room,  or  out  of  the 
house,  in  order  to  refrain  from  expressing 
an  opinion  as  to  his  conduct — especially  as 
to  the  fashion  in  which  he  allowed  his  wife 
to  wear  herself  out  in  a  fruitless  effort  to 
smooth  away  the  thousand  and  one  imagi- 
nary grievances — the  crumpled  rose-leaves 
of  luxury — which  always  cropped  up  again 
with  renewed  energy  the  very  next  minute. 

Possibly — to  be  rigidly  just — he  was  not 
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the  best  judge  in  the  world  as  to  what  did 
or  did  not  justify  irritation.  Being  himself 
blessed  with  equable  nerves  he  hardly, 
perhaps,  made  sufficient  allowance  for  the 
irritability  of  an  abnormally  sensitive  or- 
ganization, unprovided  with  even  the  rudi- 
ments of  self-control,  and  now  additionally 
enfeebled  by  ill-health.  The  state  of  mind, 
nerves,  and  morals  in  which  a  momentary 
disturbance  of  comfort,  an  unfortunately 
pitched  voice,  a  couple  of  badly  assorted 
colours,  becomes  a  source  of  real,  physical, 
all  but  unendurable  misery  is  by  no  means 
an  unheard-of  one  nowadays,  and  seems 
likely,  if  one  may  judge,  to  become  less  and 
less  so  as  the  years  go  by. 

Of  course  the  end  was  that  when  the 
Gathers  left  Genoa,  John  Lawrence  left 
too,  and  equally  of  course  accompanied 
them  where  they  were  going.  He  argued 
the  matter  a  good  deal  in  his  own  mind, 
but  the  decision,  as  the  reader  will  hardly 
need  to  be  told,  wa.s  none  the  less  a  fore- 
gone conclusion.     Lady  Eleanor  had  asked 
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him  to  go,  and  that  was  enough.  For  her 
sake,  if  not  for  the  sake  of  their  common 
humanity,  he  felt  pretty  confident  of  being 
able — short  of  some  unforeseen  provocation 
— to  keep  his  hands  and  tongue  from  falhng 
foul  of  Algernon  Gathers.  If  his  being 
with  them  lifted  the  burden  a  little  off  her 
shoulders — as  it  manifestly  did — surely,  he 
said  to  himself,  he  could  bear  for  a  short 
while,  a  few  hours  at  a  time,  what  she  had 
to  bear  every  day  and  all  day  long.  It 
would  be  a  poor  friendship  that  could  not 
do  as  much  as  tliat ! 
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CHAPTEE  V. 

The  party  did  not  go  direct  to  Spezia,  pre- 
ferring to  sleep  a  night  or  two  on  the  way 
at  Nervi  and  a  few  more  at  Sestri. 

Like  all  English  people  of  superabundant 
means,  the  Gathers  carried  their  own  ap- 
purtenances about  with  them,  and  to  a  great 
extent  created  their  own  atmosphere.  At 
every  hotel  they  established  themselves  in 
much  the  same  sort  of  over-decorated  suite 
of  rooms,  where  they  were  waited  upon 
chiefly  by  their  own  servants,  so  that,  except 
for  a  little  more  or  less  gilding  in  the  furni- 
ture, a  slightly  different  combination  of  sea 
and  mountain  as  seen  from  the  windows, 
their  life  remained  practically  the  same. 
At   Spezia  they  settled    themselves  in  the 
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Croce  di  Malta,  whose  huge  red  fa9ade 
confronts,  as  every  traveller  knows,  the 
waters  of  the  bay,  and  the  windows  of  which 
command  such  a  sweep  of  snow-tipped  and 
marble-streaked  mountains  as  yields  to  few 
even  in  Italy.  Here  they  possessed  them- 
selves of  an  immense  flat  running  across  the 
whole  frontage  of  the  house,  the  sitting- 
rooms  of  which  Algernon  Gathers  amused 
himself  with  decorating  with  some  of  his 
Genoese  spoils.  His  taste  in  such  matters 
was  admirable,  and  so  were  the  effects 
produced,  the  sunlight  lending  itself,  as 
Italian  sunshine  does,  to  any  and  every 
device  offered  for  its  consideration.  He 
was  in  high  good-humour,  his  mobile 
temperament  and  natural  cleverness  making 
him  at  such  times  an  undeniably  agreeable 
companion.  Warmth,  sunshine,  colour, 
were  all,  he  emphatically  declared,  that  he 
required  to  keep  him  in  spirits,  only  they 
must  be  the  best  of  their  kind,  and  there 
must  be  no  dull  counteracting  influences  to 
spoil  them. 


22  MAJOR   LAWIiENCE,  F.L.S. 

Now  that  he  had  estabHslied  himself  at 
the  same  hotel,  it  took  John  Lawrence  a 
little  aback  to  find  how  completely  his  own 
individuality  seemed  merged  in  theirs.  He 
had  his  own  room,  of  course,  and  as  far  as 
possible  his  ow^n  bills,  still,  to  the  hotel 
people  and  the  world  at  large  he  seemed 
simply  a  unit  in  the  already  elongated  train 
of  "  Mr.  and  Lady  Eleanor  Gathers,"  whose 
appearance  put  every  hotel-keeper  along 
both  Eivieras  upon  his  mettle,  money  being 
known  in  their  case  to  be  "no  object," 
Blessed  condition  !  which,  like  the  quality 
of  mercy,  blesses  those  that  give  and  those 
that  take — especially,  perhaps,  the  latter. 

The  Veda  had  arrived,  and  was  a  much 
more  palpable  presence  here  than  at  Genoa, 
fluttering  its  small  pennon,  and  expanding 
its  snowy  pinions  immediately  in  front  of 
the  hotel,  to  the  distinct  improvement  of 
the  landscape,  and  the  unmitigated  satis- 
faction of  little  Jan,  who  spent  hours  in 
gazing  rapturously  at  it  from  her  nursery 
window.     The  small  boy  and  his  nurse  had 
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been  sent  back  to  Mentone  when  the  rest 
of  the  party  left  Genoa,  but  Jan  accom- 
panied them  under  the  charge  of  Mrs. 
Peacock,  Mile.  Eiaz  being  also  no  longer 
a  member  of  the  party.  She  had  returned 
to  Mentone,  but  was  to  rejoin  them,  it  was 
said,  later. 

John  Lawrence  could  not  help  being 
amused  at  the  steady  fashion  in  which 
Jan  contrived  to  keep  her  father  at  arm's 
length.  She  would  go  to  him  when  he 
called  her,  and  answer  his  questions  in 
her  small,  shrill  voice,  like  that  of  a 
child  upon  the  stage,  but  it  was  always 
with  an  air  of  reserve,  and  it  was  rarely 
that  she  was  seduced  into  a  game  of  play, 
or  dropped  that  small  shield  of  baby  dignity 
which  she  habitually  carried.  Her  mother, 
on  the  other  hand,  was  evidently  adored  by 
her  with  a  passion  which  seemed  almost  too 
much  for  her  small  frame.  She  would  sit 
quietly  for  hours  under  her  shadow,  looking 
up  at  her  from  time  to  time  with  the  quick- 
eyed  adoration  of  some  small  tame  animal 
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unconscious  evidently  of  an}'  other  pre- 
sence. One  day,  too,  when  Lady  Eleanor 
after  coming  in  from  a  walk  had  accident- 
ally left  her  gloves  upon  the  table,  the 
Colonel,  from  the  corner  where  he  was  sup- 
posed to  be  engrossed  in  his  newspaper, 
saw  her  httle  daughter  furtively  pick  them 
up  and  carry  them  to  her  lips,  hugging 
them  again  and  again  with  a  silent  passion- 
ate intensity  that  seemed  out  of  proportion 
to  her  tiny  size.  It  gave  the  looker-on  a 
curious  sense  of  tenderness  towards  her 
ever  afterwards. 

It  was  an  odd  life  they  led,  isolated  in 
the  midst  of  a  crowd,  with  a  false  air  of 
home,  in  which  nothing  could  in  reality  be 
less  home-like.  Of  an  evening  especially, 
when  the  curtains  had  been  let  down,  the 
dinner  was  over,  Jan  had  gone  to  bed,  and 
her  three  elders  sat  down  to  spend  it  to- 
gether in  their  big  hotel  parlour — so  un- 
mistakably a  hotel  parlour,  in  sjute  of 
Algernon  Gathers'  adornments — John  Law- 
rence  used  to  be  struck  with  the  oddity, 
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the  incongruity  which  had  made  him  a  part 
for  the  time  being  of  their  life.  If  any  one 
had  prophesied  such  a  thing  six  months 
before,  how  he  would  have  scoffed  at  its 
possibility  ! 

That  it  was  in  many  respects  a  wearing 
life,  for  Lady  Eleanor  especially,  there 
could  be  no  question.  Algernon  Gathers' 
restlessness  and  nervous  irritability  had  a 
contagious  effect,  and  was  the  more  trying 
seeing  that  there  was  so  little  definitely  the 
matter  with  him.  He  was  not  ill  enough 
to  be  treated  as  an  invalid,  yet  so  ill  that 
the  slightest  imprudence  might  at  any 
moment  bring  on  a  formidable,  not  to  say 
fatal  attack.  He  took  an  inordinate,  almost 
unnecessary  care  of  himself  as  a  rule,  and 
yet  had  an  incalculable  propensity  for  now 
and  then  running  serious  risks,  for  no  other 
object  apparently  but  to  vindicate  his  right 
of  doing  so  if  he  chose. 

The  weather,  which  had  been  delicious 
the  first  few  days,  changed  not  long  after 
their  arrival,  and  for  nearly  a  week  winds 


26  MAJOR   LAWRENCE,  F.L.S. 

blew,  and  scuds  of  mist  sped  like  sheeted 
ghosts  across  the  Bay,  blotting  out  the 
Carraras  as  with  a  sponge.  Algernon, 
whose  susceptibilities  made  him  a  perfect 
barometer,  dropped  first  to  changeable  and 
then  to  storm.  He  was  more  irritable  than 
he  had  been  since  Colonel  Lawrence  first 
joined  them ;  more  provoking,  and  more 
impossible  to  satisfy;  declaring  one  moment 
that  he  would  go  off  in  the  yacht  to  Sicily 
or  Corfu,  where  at  this  time  of  year  there 
must  be  decent  weather  to  be  found,  and  the 
next  that  he  would  leave  the  following 
morning  for  England.  If  you  tuere  to  be 
starved  with  cold  winds  and  never  get  a 
glimpse  of  the  sun,  surely  it  was  more 
rational  to  undergo  that  penance  in  your 
native  land,  where  there  would  at  any  rate 
be  compensating  advantages  ! 

Out  of  the  midst  of  this  broken  weather 
there  suddenly,  however,  arose  a  divine 
morning,  one  of  those  mornings  the  divinity 
of  which,  like  that  of  all  supremely  lovely 
things,  almost  saddens  one  with  a  sense  of 
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its  fragility.  It  was  hastily  resolved  to  make 
the  most  of  it,  and  accordingly  the  party 
took  a  carriage  and  drove  to  Porto  Venere, 
passing  first  those  interminable  stretches  of 
crude  white  walls  behind  which  the  pride  of 
Italian  naval  architecture  shrouds  itself  from 
the  eyes  of  the  vulgar.  The  day  was  of  that 
exquisitely  living  and  breathing  quality, 
which  seems  to  penetrate  the  soul ;  as  it 
were  the  very  breath  of  Spring  herself  blow- 
ing against  the  face.  Nothing  could  be 
more  inspiring,  yet  the  spirits  of  none  of  the 
party  seemed  to  respond  properly  to  the 
challenge.  Lady  Eleanor  looked  tired,  her 
eyes  showing  those  violet  imderlines  which 
John  Lawrence  had  come  to  regard  as  in- 
dicative of  some  unusual  disturbance.  Her 
husband  lay  back  on  his  cushions  staring 
at  the  glitteriug  procession  of  the  Carrara 
chain  with  eyes  which  seemed  to  demand 
something  more  striking,  more  precipitous, 
more  worthy  generally  of  their  distinguished 
consideration.  Such  conversation  as  there 
was,  was  chiefly  supplied  by  the  Colonel  and 
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Jan,  who  shared  with  him  the  back  seat  of 
the  carriage,  and  neither  of  whom  were 
ever  notable  conversationalists.  When, 
after  innumerable  windings,  the  last  head- 
land of  the  bay  came  in  sight,  and  upon  its 
outermost  point  was  seen  that  crumbling 
cataract  of  houses  which  covers,  it  is  said, 
the  lost  temple  of  the  goddess,  everyone 
started,  and  seemed  to  rouse  him  or  herself 
suddenly  to  a  sense  of  the  situation. 

Porto  Venere  is  like  ten  thousand  other 
time-forgotten  Italian  villages,  only — as  the 
phrase  runs — more  so.  Kagged  shells  of 
houses,  more  shell  like,  more  ragged,  more 
honey-combed  than  usual,  more  crumbling, 
more  densely  inhabited,  more  gratuitously 
dirty  and  dilapidated.  With  a  certain  state- 
liness  of  its  own,  yet  suggestive  somehow 
of  an  overturned  ant-hill,  a  closely  popu- 
lated rabbit-warren,  or  some  such  sub- 
human aggregation,  rather  than  anything 
more  definitely  and  conceivably  habitable. 
Getting  out  of  the  carriage,  they  walked 
under  the  tall  gateway,  up  the  one  narrow 
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precipitous  street,  between  doorways  through 
which  the  eye — raEging  across  an  interreg- 
num  of  darkness   and  filth  unspeakable — 
sought   and  found  again   with  refreshment 
the  deep  blueness  below,  close  as  the  water 
is  to  a  Venetian  house,  but  with  a  drop  of 
forty  or  fifty  feet  of  rock  below  the  founda- 
tions,   and    blue   as   a   dissolved    sapphire. 
Bare-legged    boys   and    girls    poured  after 
them  in   a   torrent,  armed  with  wriggling 
starfish,    with    handfuls     of    seaweed    and 
corallines,    with    hippocampi,   whose   little 
horse-like  heads  and  twisted  tails  suggest 
the    impossibly    heraldic    supporters    of   a 
shield.      The  noise  beat  and  beat  and  re- 
turned again  to  the  ear  from  the  sides  of 
the   houses,  pierced  with  apertures   which 
could  hardly  by  courtesy  be  called  windows, 
but   out   of  which   heads  bent,    and   arms 
waved,   their   owners    sending   down  their 
contribution  of  noise  to  swell  the  clamour 
below. 

Mid-way  up  the  ascent  Algernon  Gathers 
announced   his  intention  of  turning  back. 
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He  supposed  they  liked  the  flavour  of  fish 
three  weeks  gone  in  putrefaction,  and  en- 
joyed having  their  clothes  pulled  by  little 
black-handed  demons,  and  old  women  with 
cheeks  hanging  in  bags  about  their  chins ! 
As,  however,  he  appreciated  none  of  those 
things,  he  would  go  back  and  wait  on  the 
rocks  until  their  curiosity  was  satisfied. 

Lady  Eleanor  at  once  offered  to  return, 
but  he  refused  peremptorily  to  hear  of  it. 
He  liked  his  sightseeing  done  vicariously, 
he  said ;  it  came  to  much  the  same  thing 
in  the  end,  and  saved  you  a  world  of 
trouble.  After  a  glance,  however,  at  the 
church,  whose  effectively  striped  black  and 
white  walls  stand  over  the  site  of  the 
temple  which  still  gives  its  name  to  the 
headland,  she  hastened  back,  the  Colonel 
and  Jan,  of  course,  bearing  her  company. 

They  entered  the  arch  below,  capped  with 
its  Byronic  legend,  and  reached  the  edge  of 
the  cliff  from  the  foot  of  which  that  hero  is 
supposed  to  have  precipitated  himself  into 
the  waves.     The  waves  were  tossing  still, 
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but  in  place  of  the  poet  they  found  Algernon 
Gathers  standing  upon  the  brink,  with  a 
crowd  of  village  tatterdemalions  of  both 
sexes  about  him,  and  a  chorus  of  tongues 
arising  which  seemed  even  more  than  the 
necessary  accompaniment  of  their  presence. 
Unaccountably  too,  instead  of  holding  nose 
and  ears,  and  shrinking  away  in  disgust,  he 
was  standing  erect,  laughing  and  radiant, 
looking  more  like  the  Algernon  Gathers  of 
the  Mentone  days  than  John  Lawrence  had 
seen  him  yet.  As  they  came  up,  one  of 
the  elder  women  was  seen  to  be  making 
frantic  snatches  at  his  hand,  evidently  with 
the  intention  of  kissing  it.  A  small  bare- 
footed boy  was  sobbing  violently,  and  being 
alternately  slapped  and  hugged  by  the  other 
women.  Lady  Eleanor  hurried  forward  with 
an  air  of  consternation. 

"What  is  it,  Algernon?  Aren't  these 
people  disturbing  you  ?  "  she  exclaimed. 

"  Not  at  all,  my  dear.  Under  other  cir- 
cumstances I  admit  they  might,  but  at 
present  I  am  enjoying  the  sweet  savour  of 
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popularity,  which  is  invariahly,  we  know, 
comhiued  with  other  savours  of  a  less 
odoriferous  nature.  Allow  me  to  inform 
you  that  Byron — usually  regarded  as  the 
genius  loci  of  this  classic  spot — has  just 
been  superseded  in  favour  of  your  unworthy 
husband,  who  now  reigns  in  his  stead.  He, 
it  is  true,  swam,  or  is  said  to  have  swum  to 
Lerici,  but  what  of  that  ?  He  did  it,  if  at 
all,  at  the  impulse  of  an  unregulated  vanity, 
whereas  I,  you  will  be  glad  to  hear,  have 
just  vindicated  my  heroism  and  philanthropy 
by  saving  a  small  boy's  life  !  " 

"  Saving  a  boy's  life  !  Oh,  Algernon  !  " 
There  was  surprise,  self-reproach,  a  whole 
world  of  concealed  disappointment  in  the 
cry. 

"Fact,  my  dear!  You  did  not  believe 
me  capable  of  anything  of  the  sort,  did 
you  ?  You  thought  it  was  only  herculean 
heroes  like  our  friend  Lawrence  there  who 
did  those  sort  of  things  !  I  excuse  you, 
however,  and  will  not  even  ask  you  to 
grovel   at    my   feet    as    this   good   woman 


BACK  again:  33 

appears  to  be  doing.  It  must  be  owned  the 
occasions  that  have  arisen  for  me  to  display 
heroism  dm'ing  our  married  Hfe  have  not 
been  numerous !  " 

"  But  how  was  it,  Algernon  ?  What 
happened?  Were  you  in  any  danger? 
Please  tell  me." 

"  I'm  afraid  not,  my  dear ;  I  regret  it 
extremely,  for  your  sake,  and  will  endea- 
vour to  do  better  next  time.  I  know  your 
passion  for  the  perilous  !  " 

'' But  what  happened?  Do  tell  me,"  she 
repeated. 

"  This  excessively  dirty  little  boy  was 
merely  executing  pirouettes  at  the  edge  of 
the  cliff, — a  talent  much  in  vogue  here  and 
apparently  calculated  to  extract  small  coins 
from  the  pockets  of  visitors.  On  this  occa- 
sion he  rather  overdid  his  part.  Either  he 
slipped,  or  one  of  his  companions  may  have 
helped  him,  anyhow,  he  fell  over,  or  all  but 
over,  hanging  on  by  a  finger,  an  eyelid,  or 
something,  to  the  edge.  I  hastened  for- 
ward,  and  with   my   usual   intelhgence  at 
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once  perceived  that  the  only  chance  was  to 
get  hold  of  him  from  helow.  Accordingly 
I  stepped  upon  that  ledge  you  see  there 
while  two  of  his  companions  sustained  him 
from  ahove.  The  first  time  I  only  got  hold 
of  some  portion  of  his  garments,  which  I 
need  hardly  tell  you  at  once  gave  way ; 
next  time,  however,  I  seized  a  leg  or  an 
arm,  which,  being  fortunately  attached  to 
his  body,  held.  I  had  just  got  back  with 
him  to  the  top  when  these  good  ladies  came 
up,  one  of  whom  appears  to  be  the  pro- 
prietor of  the  urchin  in  question,  and  with 
the  readiness  of  their  nation  they  were  exe- 
cuting an  appropriate  tableau  of  gratitude 
when  you  also  appeared  upon  the  scene." 

*'  Oh,  Algernon,  I  am  so  glad  !  And  I 
am  sure  even  if  there  Jiad  been  danger  j^ou 
would  have  done  it  all  the  same." 

"  Very  well,  my  dear,  let  us  suppose  that 
I  should !  I  have  no  objection.  Mean- 
while, as  this  scene,  though  gratifying, 
seems  to  have  been  sufficiently  prolonged, 
I  suggest  we  return  to  the  carriage.     The 
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sweet  savours  of  popularity  are  getting  too 
pronounced  !  " 

Outside  tliey  found  a  still  larger  gather- 
ing of  the  society  of  the  place  drawn  to- 
gether by  a  report  of  the  adventure,  which 
had  been  carried  abroad  by  small  scouts  ; 
drawn,  too,  no  doubt,  by  a  vague  expectation 
that  a  rescuer  who  was  also  a  Milordo 
might  be  prodigal  of  more  direct  benefit  to 
the  community  at  large  than  the  restora- 
tion of  one  of  her  decidedly  superfluous 
offspring.  Nor  for  once  were  these  calcula- 
tions unfounded.  Algernon  Gathers  was  in 
the  most  recklessly  prodigal  of  moods ; 
pleased  with  himself,  and  disposed  there- 
fore to  be  pleased  with  every  one  else. 
Under  the  influence  of  this  mood  he  pro- 
duced handfuls  of  coins,  and  when  these 
were  exhausted,  small  pieces  of  paper 
money,  which  he  proceeded  to  scatter 
broadcast,  laughing  with  schoolboy  delight 
as  the  whole  population — crones  and  grey- 
beards, children  barely  out  of  arms,  and 
bronzed  men   with   the   classic   chins  and 
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crisp  curled  heads  of  Roman  emperors — 
proceeded  to  precipitate  themselves  pell 
mell  upon  the  largess ;  scuffling,  scrambling, 
all  but  snapping  at  one  another — a  humili- 
atingly  close  imitation  to  a  pack  of  hungry- 
hounds. 

When  his  own  store  and  as  much  as  he 
could  borrow  from  the  others  was  exhausted 
he  got  into  the  carriage,  tossing  as  he  did 
so  a  couple  of  gold  pieces  to  the  mother 
of  the  boy,  a  proceeding  which  naturally 
evoked  still  louder  tributes  of  gratitude, 
amidst  which  the  carriage  drove  away, 
Algernon  Gathers  throwing  himself  back 
and  laughing  again  and  again,  to  the  in- 
tense astonishment  of  his  small  daughter, 
who  gazed  at  him  from  the  opposite  seat 
with  the  round-eyed  wonder  of  a  kitten 
endeavouring  to  understand  some  novel 
manifestation  upon  the  part  of  the  familiar 
house  dog. 

"  How  pleased  they  were,  poor  things  !  " 
Lady  Eleanor  said,  looking  back. 

''With  the   money?     I   never  knew  an 
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Italian  that  was  not,  and  not  many  of  any 
other  nation  !  " 

"  I  meant  with  what  you  did.  They  will 
make  a  story  of  it,  and  tell  it  to  all  the 
other  travellers  who  go  there." 

"Put  a  memento  over  the  gateway  as  a 
companion  to  that  piece  of  braggadocio 
about  Byron !  Happily  they  don't  know 
our  names,  so  my  modesty  will  be  spared 
that  pang !  Meanwhile  it  is  quite  time 
that  we  composed  ourselves  and  regained 
our  accustomed  dignity.  Look  at  Law- 
rence !  See  how  he  is  turning  up  his  nose 
in  contempt  of  our  twopenny-halfpenny 
excitement !  He  is  in  the  habit  of  saving 
a  couple  of  people's  lives  every  morning 
before  breakfast,  and  saying  nothing  about 
it!     Ask  him  if  he  isn't?" 

"  Colonel  Lawrence  is  doing  nothing  of 
the  sort,"  Lady  Eleanor  answered  before  he 
had  time  to  defend  himself.  "  He  is  never 
contemptuous  of  anybody." 

''Even  of  such  poor  worms  as  your  hus- 
band ! — that  is  your  wifely  insinuation,  is 
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it  not  ?  Never  miucl,  my  clear,  pray  don't 
trouble  yourself  to  apologize.  My  skin  is 
pretty  tough,  or  ought  to  be  by  this  time. 
A  husband  who  expects  to  remain  a  hero  in 
his  wife's  eyes  must  really  in  these  days  be 
a  person  of  curiously  credulous  disposition! " 
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CHAPTEE  VI. 

In  spite  of  such  drawbacks  to  content- 
ment as  were  entailed  by  a  lack  of  proper 
enthusiasm  in  some  quarters,  there  was  no 
question  that  this  affair  .of  Porto  Yenere 
was  an  eminently  happy  one,  and  tided 
safely  over  the  following  days,  which  were 
again  wet.  Whatever  was  amiss  with 
Algernon  Gathers,  self-satisfaction  un- 
questionably agreed  with  him.  He  ex- 
panded visibly  under  the  influence  of  his 
own  achievement,  and  did  not  even  think 
it  necessary  to  refrain  from  flashing  its 
brilliancy  into  other  eyes.  Although  their 
life  was  sedulously  kept  apart  from  that  of 
their  fellow-sojourners  at  the  Croce  di 
Malta,  a  certain  amount  of  acquaintanceship 
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now  and  then  sprang  np,  and  in  dull  days, 
when  out-of-door  resources  were  unattain- 
able, Algernon  Gathers  used  often  to  de- 
scend ,to  the  hall  or  central  space  of  the 
liotel,  into  which  omnibuses  laden  with 
arrivals  entered  to  deposit  their  load,  but 
which  was  also  used  as  a  sitting-room  or 
idling-room  by  visitors  unjirovided  with 
such  hixuries.  There  happened  to  be  a 
rather  pretty  girl  of  the  animated  doll  type 
just  then  in  the  hotel,  to  whom  he  devoted 
himself  considerably,  and  who  repaid  his 
attentions  by  expending  her  small  store  of 
feminine  ammunition  for  his  benefit,  pos- 
sibly in  default  of  any  more  remunerative 
target.  Coming  in  with  dripping  mackin- 
tosh from  an  expedition  through  the  rain, 
John  Lawrence  used  to  find  the  two 
established  upon  one  of  the  little  sofas  in 
the  hall,  apparently  upon  the  best  terms 
possible  with  one  another.  He  wondered 
rather  what  Lady  Eleanor  thought  of  this 
sudden  and  very  undisguised  flirtation,  but 
to  all   appearances  Lady  Eleanor   thought 
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nothing.  The  hall  was  a  very  draughty 
place,  and  she  once  or  twice  suggested  that 
her  husband  should  take  a  cloak  when  he 
went  there,  otherwise  her  indifference  or 
stoicism  appeared  proof  against  any  such 
assaults. 

The  doll-faced  young  lady  seemed  to  be 
a  personage  of  some  resource,  with  attrac- 
tions beyond  those  of  even  the  best  coloured 
doll,  for  Algernon  Gathers  daily  found 
her  society  more  satisfactory.  He  would 
lounge  downstairs  soon  after  breakfast,  and 
luncheon-time  not  unfrequently  found  him 
still  by  the  side  of  Miss  Greenacre,  that 
being  the  name  of  the  young  lady  in 
question.  When  the  weather  recovered  its 
temper  he  took  tete-a-tete  walks  with  her, 
and  even  invited  her  on  board  the  yacht,  an 
invitation  which  Lady  Eleanor  promptly 
endorsed,  and  accordingly  a  luncheon  was 
arranged,  at  which  that  young  lady  duly 
made  her  appearance.  There  seemed  to 
be  no  question  about  her  belongings.  The 
father  was  an  unpresentable  old  grampus. 
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and  the  mother  a  decent  sort  of  barnj^ard 
fowl,  Algernon  declared,  and  there  was  no 
need  therefore  to  trouble  their  heads  about 
them.  The  j'^oung  woman  herself  seemed 
to  the  Colonel  to  be  the  most  commonplace 
little  flirt  conceivable,  of  a  iy\)Q  severely 
familiar  to  him  in  early  days  in  India.  If 
she  had  a  merit  in  his  eyes,  it  was  that  the 
meretriciousness  of  her  style  had  the  effect 
of  bringing  Lady  Eleanor's  beauty  into  new 
relief.  It  seemed  to  him  as  if  he  had  never 
till  then  so  thoroughly  realized  it.  Did  her 
husband  do  so  also  ?  he  sometimes  wondered, 
or  was  his  taste — so  avowedly  clamorous  of 
beauty  —  sated  with  that  style,  that  he 
must  needs  pursue  small  wandering  flames 
as  unlike  it  as  could  well  be  conceived  ? 

It  was  hardly  his  place  to  complain, 
seeing  that  he  profited  by  the  leisure  thus 
afforded.  He  accompanied  Lady  Eleanor 
in  several  long  w^alks — long,  that  is,  for  one 
whose  anxieties  were  never  really  laid  aside, 
and  whose  ear  seemed  always  upon  the 
alert  in  expectation  of  a  sudden  call.       It 
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seemed  to  Mm  that  in  these  walks  he  began 
at  last  to  get  glimpses  into  a  country  for 
which  he  had  hitherto  vainly  sought  a  right 
of  entrance — the  country  of  her  real  self. 
It  was  not  through  any  consciously  opened 
vistas,  but  in  the  intimacy  of  daily  inter- 
course hints  fell,  which  a  listener,  eagerly 
upon  the  watch,  could  pick  up  and  interpret 
as  he  chose. 

At  the  bottom  of  all  her  sentiments  with 
regard  to  her  husband,  it  seemed  to  him 
that  he  espied  Pity — an  angel,  but  an  angel 
with  none  of  the  golden  tiots  of  angelhood 
— a  dim  seraph  rather  with  trailing  wings 
and  sad-tinted  robes,  and  beside  it  Patience, 
sublime,  but  also  dim,  and  now  and  then  a 
hint  of  Penitence  which  was  not  to  him  by 
any  means  equally  comprehensible.  Love 
he  believed  to  be  dead,  or  if  not  actually 
dead,  wounded  past  recovery.  What  had 
brought  it  to  this  pass,  whether  a  multi- 
plicity of  small  injuries,  or  one  great  crowning 
blow  from  which  it  never  rallied  ho  could 
not  tell,  but  it  is  only  saying  that  he  was 
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human  to  say  that  the  discovery,  if  it  were 
one,  imparted  a  new  zest  to  his  intercourse, 
and  an  increasing  desire  to  be  allowed 
such  rights  as  friendship  may  fairly  claim, 
especially  a  friendship  consecrated  by  so 
many  years  of  service  as  his  own. 

They  had  a  good  deal  of  talk  in  those 
days,  though  it  maybe  doubted  whether  any 
of  that  talk  would  prove  worth  the  record- 
ing. Lady  Eleanor  had  no  pretensions  to 
the  title  of  clever  woman,  while  the  depth 
and  breadth  of  John  Lawrence's  mental 
soundings  the  patient  reader  has  had  many 
opportunities  of  ascertaining  before  now. 
The  note  of  their  intercourse — so  far  as  it 
could  be  said  to  have  a  note  at  all — was 
ethical  rather  than  intellectual,  especially  on 
her  side.  It  often  indeed  struck  him  with 
wonder  how  so  eager  and  self-seeking  a 
child  could  have  sobered  into  so  self- 
subdued  and  self-abnegating  a  woman,  one 
to  whom  self  seemed  to  be  almost  struck 
out  of  the  catalogue  of  things  thought  of, 
and  whose  eagerness  seemed  to  have  mainly 
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transmuted  itself  into  an  eager,  a  passionate 
desire,  at  all  hazards,  under  all  temptation, 
to  cling  to  the  right.  To  him  there  was  a 
rarefaction  about  the  very  air  she  breathed, 
a  moral  clearing  of  the  atmosphere  which 
carried  him  insensibly  away.  Talking  to 
her,  he  seemed  at  times  to  stand  on  heights 
— moral,  not  mental — which  he  had  never 
before  caught  sight  of;  wbich  seemed  to 
put  the  ordinary,  easy-going,  and  provisional 
codes  upon  the  level  of  a  mere  jail-evading 
morality.  Yet  there  was  nothing  tran- 
scendental about  Eleanor  Gathers.  She 
expounded  no  fine-spun  tissue  of  morahty 
too  good  for  home  use,  and  obliged  to  be 
kept  like  other  fine  things  in  a  box.  She 
was  simple  as  a  child,  without  a  thought 
apparently  beyond  the  daily  and  hourly 
routine,  her  husband's  health,  her  children's 
doings,  their  plans  for  the  summer,  the 
hundred  nothings  which  make  up  life.  It  was 
a  deep,  a  passionate  satisfaction  to  the  poor 
Colonel  to  find  her  thus,  to  learn  daily  to 
look  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  limpid  depths 
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of  her  nature,  a  sensible  mitigation,  too,  of 
her  husband's  many  offences  to  find  that 
he  had  had  no  power  to  cast  even  the  breath 
of  an  ill-omened  shadow  upon  that  flawless 
cr3'stal.  Commouplace  man  as  he  was, 
there  was  one  respect  in  which  John 
Lawrence  was  not  commonplace.  He 
possessed  an  ideal  love  of  perfection,  and 
a  recognition  of  it  when  found.  He  would 
have  preferred  to  see  her  as  she  was,  even 
at  his  own  loss.  Could  he  by  a  word  have 
caused  her  to  descend  from  her  pedestal, 
that  word  would — he  swore  it  to  himself — 
have  remained  for  ever  unspoken.  The 
previous  impressions  he  had  formed  of  her 
he  flung  away,  one  by  one,  as  he  might 
have  flung  away  a  photograph  which  no 
longer  did  her  justice.  As  he  saw  her  now, 
so  he  enthroned  her  in  his  soul,  and  so 
through  all  that  remained  of  his  life  and 
hers  he  for  ever  retained  her. 

That  the  situation  was  hackneyed  to  the 
degree  of  triteness — the  essence  and  em- 
bodiment  of  half  a   thousand  novels   and 
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romances — this  he  neither  knew  nor  thought 
about,  his  acquaintance  with  contemporary 
literature  being  in  truth  of  the  slightest. 
When  of  an  evening  he  left  the  room  where 
he  had  been  sitting  with  her  and  wandered 
out  into  the  twinkling  Italian  twilight,  he 
was  certainly  conscious  of  being  in  the 
fullest  sense  of  the  word  not  his  own  but 
another's.  She  was  more  present,  it  seemed 
to  him,  at  such  moments  than  when  they 
were  actually  together.  Her  image  walked 
beside  him,  and  her  eyes  sought  the  stars 
at  the  same  moment  as  his  own.  After  an 
hour  spent  in  such  solitary  meanderings  he 
used  often  to  find  that  he  had  never  for 
a  single  instant  deviated  even  a  hair's- 
breadth  from  her  image,  yet  it  is  safe  to 
say  that  he  had  never  thought  of  her  save 
as  that  crowned  one  whom  the  right  of 
worshipping  is — if  not  enough — at  least  all 
that  it  is  conceivable  to  think  of.  It  takes 
an  exceptional  man,  the  reader  wiU  perhaps 
say,  no  less  than  an  exceptional  woman,  to 
keep  matters  long  at  this  point;  but  if  so 
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then  in  this   respect   and   to   this   extent 
John  Lawrence  was  exceptional. 

So  matters  went  on  for  about  a  fortnight, 
to  the  high  satisfaction  of  at  least  one  of 
the  party.  One  morning,  however,  after  a 
long  spell  of  apparent  contentment,  Alger- 
non Gathers  suddenly  pronounced  Spezia 
the  most  detestable  place  in  Italy.  He  was 
sick  to  death,  he  said  of  listening  to  their 
perpetual  drummings  and  trumpetings,  and 
of  hearing  the  trowels  rap-tapping  upon 
those  ridiculous  fortifications  of  theirs. 
Modern  Italy,  with  her  arsenals,  and  her 
docks,  and  her  ironclads,  her  blatant  self- 
satisfaction,  and  her  patent  exploding 
apparatus,  was  the  most  abominable  and 
nefarious  institution  extant,  and  ought  to 
be  put  down  with  a  high  hand,  and  cer- 
tainly not  encouraged  by  people,  who 
might  know  better,  staying  at  the  very 
head-quarters  of  it  all !  He  voted  if  they 
were  not  going  home  like  rational  people, 
they  should  adjourn  to  Pisa,  where  they 
would     still     be     within     reach     of     the 
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Veda,  and  where  the  old  original  Italy 
was  still  alive,  or  rather  moribund,  which 
was  all  that  she  ought  ever  to  presume 
to  be. 

Possibly  this  sudden  esthetic  impatience 
may  have  been  stimulated  by  an  irritation 
of  a  more  direct  kind.  Within  the  last  two 
days  there  had  been  an  addition  to  the 
party.  Young  Lord  Mordaunt,  Lady 
Eleanor's  brother,  after  having  long  been 
expected,  had  suddenly  appeared  upon  the 
scene.  He  had  got  first  leave,  after  all, 
he  explained)  instead  of  second,  and  so  had 
come.  He  was  nearly  three  years  younger 
than  his  sister,  and  as  unlike  her  as  could 
readily  be  imagined.  "  A  perfect  Thistle- 
bmy,"  his  mother  always  informed  her 
friends ;  short,  reddish-haired,  freckled, 
with  an  air  of  having  got  off  a  horse  some 
time  within  the  last  ten  minutes  ;  a  good- 
humoured,  well-mannered,  not  too  obtru- 
sively empty-headed  specimen  of  the  genus 
guardsman,  but  an  odd  grandson  somehow, 
the  Colonel,  who  had  never  seen  him  before, 
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thought,   for    Lady   Mordaunt,    aud   a  yet 
odder  brother  for  Lady  Eleanor. 

Such  as  he  was,  he  found  much  favour  in 
the  beady  blue  eyes  of  little  Miss  Greenacre, 
who,  with  the  unblushing  inconstancy  of 
her  sex  and  type,  promptly  threw  over  her 
first  admirer  in  order  to  concentrate  all  her 
powers  of  captivation  upon  the  new  arrival. 
Certainly  the  former  might  have  consoled 
himself  by  reflecting  that  personal  admira- 
tion had  little  probably  to  say  to  the  matter. 
Let  his  superiority  be  what  it  would,  a  mere 
married  man,  brought  into  opposition  with 
an  unmarried  viscount  and  a  guardsman, 
the  result  could  hardly  be  doubtful.  This 
consideration  apparently  failed  to  console 
him.  It  was  no  more  than  a  mosquito  bite 
to  his  vanity,  but  then  he  did  not  like 
mosquito  bites,  and  had  never  been  accus- 
tomed to  put  up  with  them.  He  attacked 
little  Miss  Greenacre's  manners,  appear- 
ance, and  general  deportment  that  evening 
at  diuner  with  the  most  savage  lash  at  his 
command,  a  lash  which  left  her  absolutely 
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nothing,  not  even  a  complexioD  !  His 
brother-in-law  laughed,  but  gave  himself  no 
trouble  to  defend  her,  and  even  Colonel 
Lawrence's  wonted  chivalry  failed  to  come 
to  the  rescue,  so  that  the  only  person  who 
took  the  part  of  the  assailed  damsel  was 
Lady  Eleanor,  who  maintained  that  there 
was  no  question  about  her  prettiness,  and 
that  they  must  both  have  been  very  badly 
snubbed  by  her,  or  they  would  never  be  so 
vindictive  ! 

The  end  of  it  was  that  next  day  the 
Spezia  camp  broke  up,  and  the  whole  party, 
with  its  train  of  encumbrances,  animate 
and  inanimate,  was  conveyed  down  the  line 
to  Pisa,  where  they  took  up  their  quarters 
at  an  hotel,  whose  chief  recommendation,  at 
any  rate  at  first  sight,  seemed  to  be  that 
of  throwing  the  hitherto  disregarded  vii'tues 
of  the  Croce  di  Malta  into  new  relief. 

The  poor  Colonel  was  perfectly  aware 
that  this  was  a  suitable,  nay  an  admirable 
opportunity  for  him  to  break  that  tie  which 
had  hitherto  connected  his  own  movements 
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with  those  of  the  Gathers'.  He  was  not, 
unfortunatel}^  equally  willing  to  avail 
himself  of  that  opportunity.  Whatever 
might  have  heen  the  case  a  month  earlier, 
he  needed  little  persuading,  poor  fellow,  to 
stay  now.  Lady  Eleanor  did  not  say  much, 
but  she  seemed  to  count  upon  him,  and 
that  was  enough.  Mordaunt  would  be 
going  away  in  a  day  or  two,  she  observed 
casually,  and  they  would  therefore  be  more 
solitary,  if  he  left  them,  than  ever.  Her 
looks,  too,  were  more  eloquent  than  her 
words,  and  both  decided  him.  He  intended 
to  go  ;  nevertheless,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  he 
remained. 

Half  by  way  of  joke  she  had  lately  taken 
hi^  artistic  education  under  her  care,  and 
now  gave  him  strict  orders  not  to  venture 
at  Pisa  to  confront  the  memorable  group 
upon  the  Piazza  del  Duomo  without  her 
being  present,  as  she  wished,  she  said,  to 
lay  her  finger,  metaphorically  speaking, 
upon  his  pulse,  and  see  how  it  afi'ected 
him.     Her  husband,  she  went  on  to  add, 
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soared  so  far  out  of  her  reach  in  matters  of 
art,  that  even  as  a  pupil  she  could  hardly 
follow  him,  and  there  was,  therefore,  no 
little  satisfaction  in  finding  some  one  over 
whom  she,  in  her  turn,  could  domineer,  and 
lay  down  canons  for  his  aesthetic  regenera- 
tion. The  Colonel,  as  will  he  conceived, 
was  willing  enough  in  this  or  in  anything 
else  to  follow  her  bidding,  and  no  later  than 
the  morning  after  their  arrival  in  Pisa,  they 
made  their  expedition,  her  brother  and 
husband  having  embarked  upon  a  prolonged 
game  of  billiards  at  the  hotel. 

It  was  a  lovely  day,  fresh  and  breezy,  and 
the  grass  around  the  cathedral  had  not  yet 
taken  on  its  summer  brownness.  They 
stood  a  few  minutes  outside,  gazing,  as 
thousands  have  gazed  before  them,  at  the 
mysterious  tower  springing  upwards  and 
outwards,  delicate  story  above  delicate 
story,  growing  more  and  more  out  of  the 
perpendicular,  too,  as  it  ascended.  The 
sky  was  filled  with  soft  fleecy  clouds, 
scudding  rapidly  eastward.     Against  them 
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the  storied  column  seemed  endowed  •with 
life  and  movement.  The  eye  followed  it 
with  a  breathless,  almost  nervous  interest. 

"Would  one  not  say  it  was  moving?" 
Lady  Eleanor  exclaimed  laughingly. 

"  Certainly,"  he  answered.  "  Just  upon 
the  balance,  and  not  quite  certain  where  it 
means  to  alight." 

"  After  keeping  erect  so  long,  it  would  he 
unkind  to  choose  this  morning  for  coming 
down,  wouldn't  it  ?  "  she  responded.  "  Do 
let  us  hurry  into  the  cathedral,  though  ! 
I  am  sure  it  is  not  lucky  to  watch  it !  " 

They  went  in  and  wandered  about. 
There  were  the  usual  straggling  groups  of 
fcrestieri,  each  with  a  red  book  grasped  in 
his  or  her  right  hand,  the  usual  slipshod 
guides  eyeing  those  red  books  malevolently. 
The  Colonel  had  no  red  book,  but  he 
followed  Lady  Eleanor,  and  looked  at  what 
she  pointed  out  to  him  with  docility.  She 
was  not  satisfied,  however,  with  his  be- 
haviour. With  the  exception  of  the  great 
bronze  lamp  which  swings  in  the  nave,  and 
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the  carvings  of  some  of  the  animals  in  the 
stalls  of  the  choir,  he  exhibited  no  proper 
enthusiasm,  she  said,  about  anything. 
Even  after  they  had  left  the  cathedral 
and  gone  into  the  Campo  Santo  he  did 
not  rise  to  the  proper  mark.  He  followed 
her  as  before,  and  looked  at  the  sky,  and 
the  cypresses,  and  even  entered  into  some 
calculations  as  to  the  age  of  the  latter,  but 
the  more  legitimate  attractions  of  the  place 
he  rather  ignored. 

She  took  him  to  task  quite  seriously  for 
it  on  their  way  home.  "  You  lose  a  great 
deal  by  not  caring  more  about  things,  do 
you  know,"  she  said,  stopping  suddenly  as 
they  were  crossing  one  of  the  bridges  which 
span  the  sluggish  current  of  the  Arno. 

"  Not  caring  more  about  what  sort  of 
things? "  he  asked  in  a  tone  of  bewilderment. 
He  was  chiefly  conscious  at  that  moment, 
to  tell  the  truth,  of  caring  about  some 
things  a  good  deal  too  much,  too  absorb- 
ingly and  exclusively.  He  glanced  at  her 
profile  detaching  itself  against  the  massive 
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violet  shadow  thrown  by  the  opposite  walls, 
and  wondered  whether  she  could  have  the 
faintest  conception  of  how  her  words 
sounded. 

"  These  sort  of  things,"  she  said,  waving 
her  hand  vaguely  to  indicate  the  river,  the 
buildings,  the  landscape,  the  shadows  falling 
upon  their  path.  "  One  cannot  afford, 
believe  me,  to  lose  any  of  the  pleasures 
that  come  to  one  through  one's  eyes, 
through  any  of  one's  senses,  one  cannot 
indeed,"  she  went  on  seriously,  almost 
sententiously.  "  It  seems  to  me  to  be 
dowuright  stupid,  almost  wrong,  not  to 
cultivate  one's  powers  of  enjoyment  to  their 
utmost  possible  extent.  I  used  to  be  very 
silly  about  it.  So  long  as  the  sun  shone, 
and  people  were  moderately  kind  to  me, 
I  cared  very  little.  I  was  always  dreaming 
and  planning  things.  I  used  to  plan  out 
the  future — my  own  and  other  people's — 
foolish  dreams,  which  of  course  never  came 
to  anything.  One  ought  to  enjoy  when  one 
can,  and  whatever  one  can,  without  looking 
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too  far  ahead.  The  present  moment — that 
is  the  only  time  after  all  we  can  be  qnite 
sure  of.  Isn't  it  ?  "  she  asked,  looking  up 
at  him  seriously. 

John  Lawrence  felt  disposed  to  burst  into 
sudden  and  profane  laughter.  "  The  present 
moment !  "  Did  she,  could  she  imagine  how 
what  she  was  saying  sounded  in  his  ears  ? 
Would  she  understand,  even  were  he  to 
explain  to  her,  that  yearning,  that  wild  sense 
of  longing  which  seemed  to  beat  in  great  hot 
thuds  along  his  veins  ?  Could  she — could 
any  one — understand  that  extraordinary 
sense  of  possession,  the  way  in  which  her 
image,  her  very  self,  seemed  to  pervade  his 
whole  being,  so  that  he  often  felt  to  belong 
less  to  himself  than  to  her,  to  be  her  satellite, 
the  moon  of  which  she  was  the  sun,  the 
shadow  of  her  substance  ?  What  would  she 
say  were  he  to  take  her  at  her  word,  were  he 
indeed  to  seize  upon  the  present  moment  ! 
now — here — upon  the  spot  !  "  Enjoy  while 
you  can  !  "  "  Do  not  neglect  opportunities 
of  happiness  !  "     "  The  present  is  the  only 
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moment  one  can  be  sure  of  !  "  Was  there, 
lie  asked  himself,  a  vein  of  subtle  cruelty 
even  in  the  best,  the  purest-souled  of 
women  ?  A  love  of  mild  torturing  when  the 
victim's  hands  were  known  to  be  safely  tied  ! 
He  almost  began  to  think  there  must  be  ! 

*'  As  you  say,  perhaps  I  do  not  care  much 
for  anything  else  so  long  as  the  sun  shines, 
and  people  are  moderately  kind  to  me,"  he 
said  with  some  significance. 

She  glanced  up,  as  if  a  little  surjmsed  at 
the  emphasis  of  his  tone  ;  then,  presently 
changing  the  subject,  began  to  speak  of  the 
curious  news  from  Greece  which  was  in  the 
papers  that  morning. 

Next  day,  finding  that  she  was  hopelessly 
engaged,  the  Colonel  took  the  virtuous  part 
of  returning  to  the  Campo  Santo  by  himself, 
and  endeavouring  to  brace  his  mind  to  the 
proper  point  of  appreciation. 

This  time  he  got  on  better — perhaps 
because  his  attention  was  less  distracted. 
He  Hked  the  tone  of  the  place  as  a  whole, 
even  if  he  did  not  properly  appreciate  the 
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details.  He  knew  at  any  rate  what  he  did 
and  did  not  like,  which  is  more  than 
can  always  be  said  of  better  instructed 
people. 

The  day  was  again  perfect,  and  the  famous 
purple  anemones  were  in  the  fullest  flush  of 
flower  all  over  the  sacred  earth.  The 
Colonel — who  knew  more  about  plants  than 
architecture — thought  he  had  never  seen  any 
of  so  fine  a  colour.  Lizards  were  scampering 
up  and  down  the  two  stone  steps  which 
divide  the  quadrangle,  one  pausing  presently 
in  full  view  to  exhibit  a  very  abbreviated 
tail,  broken  off  in  some  batrachian  struggle. 
Some  reparations  were  going  on  in  the 
distance,  but  the  tapping  was  not  loud 
enough  to  break  that  peace  which  is  the 
peculiar  heritage  of  the  place.  A  dreamy 
balm  seemed  to  come  floating  down  even 
upon  the  very  motes  of  dust. 

He  wandered  into  the  middle  of  the  quad- 
rangle and  stood  looking  up  at  the  cypresses 
rising  in  sharp  rehef  against  the  sky,  their 
tops  swaying  briskly  under  a  wind  unfelt 
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below.  Through  one  of  the  traceried 
windows  he  could  distinguish  a  few  yards  of 
faded  fresco,  the  blue  skirt  of  one  of  Abra- 
ham's visitors,  and  tlie  rather  oddly  shaped 
feet  of  Lot's  wife.  Nearer  were  one  or  two 
tombs,  half  hidden  by  grass  and  trailing 
smilax.  These  carried  his  thoughts  by  an 
easy  transition  to  that  other  though  very 
dissimilar  Campo  Santo  where  he  had  first 
heard  of  Algernon  Gathers'  danger.  Had  his 
joining  them  been  a  mistake,  he  wondered. 
Had  matters  on  the  whole  been  better  for 
Lady  Eleanor  or  worse  through  his  being 
with  them  ?  It  was  a  difficult  point  to 
decide,  seeing  that  it  turned  upon  that  most 
capricious  of  all  capricious  things,  namely, 
her  husband's  humour.  It  had  been  a  satis- 
faction to  her  to  have  an  old  friend  at  hand  ; 
that  much  he  could  assure  himself  without 
any  gross  self-flattery.  Beyond  that  he  felt 
doubtful. 

He  was  still  turning  over  these  thoughts 
when  he  heard  a  sound  of  voices  at  the  gate, 
which  the  next  instant  creaked  irritably  on 
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its  rusty  hinges  as  it  was  opened  by  one  of 
the  custodians,  and,  rather  to  his  surprise, 
the  object  of  those  thoughts  entered,  accom- 
panied by  her  brother. 

She  had  been  able  to  get  away  after  all, 
she  explained.  Her  husband  did  not  want 
her  any  longer  as  he  was  busy  writing 
letters.  She  and  Mordaunt  had  guessed 
that  he  had  come  here,  so  had  agreed  to 
follow  him.  Mordaunt,  she  added,  had 
hardly  seen  anything  yet. 

That  appreciative  sightseer  presently 
strayed  away  to  examine  the  enormous 
Genoese  chains  which  had  caught  his  eye. 
The  others  remained  together  in  the  centre 
of  the  enclosure.  Lady  Eleanor  looked 
tired,  and  presently  sat  down  on  the  top  of 
the  steps,  where  a  small  block  of  stone  sug- 
gested a  seat.  The  chipping  noise  of  the 
masons  outside  came  with  a  lazy  afternoon 
iteration  to  the  ear.  The  sunlight  was 
moving  leisurely  along  the  walls,  bringing 
out  the  mellow  mottled  tones  of  the  masonry. 
Soaae  dragon-flies   from   the   marshes   had 


62  MAJOR   LAWRENCE,  F.L.S. 

fiown  in  through  the  iron  lattices,  and  were 
testing  the  sporting  capabilities  of  the  place. 
One,  newly  alighted  on  the  steps,  was  sway- 
ing a  pale  blue  body  ringed  with  golden  bars, 
and  daintily  lifting  a  pair  of  dehcately  fretted 
wings. 

"  You  see  I  am  trying  to  put  your  lessons 
into  practice,"  John  Lawrence  said,  sitting 
down  beside  her  upon  the  step.  ''  For  the 
last  half  hour  I  have  been  trying  to  steep  my 
mind — if  you  can  call  it  one's  mind — my 
eyes  at  any  rate,  in  the  local  colour.  I  think 
a  little  has  rubbed  off,  but  I  am  not  quite 
sure.  After  a  certain  age  one's  ideas,  I'm 
afraid,  grow  stiff  like  one's  muscles,  they 
don't  readily  assume  new  attitudes.  Still, 
if  one  enjoys  one's  self  that  is  the  main 
thing,  is  it  not  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  so,"  she  answered  rather 
dreamily.  "  It  is  difficult  often,  is  it  not,  to 
tell  why  one  does  enjoy  one's  self,  and  why 
one  doesn't  ?  Good  moments  come,  one 
cannot  quite  tell  how  or  why.  The 
common,  ugly,  everyday  things  float  back, 
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and  the  sky  seems  to  open  a  little,  and 
to  get  nearer.  One  feels  that  there  is 
greatness,  and  peace,  and  grandeur  some- 
where, even  though  one's  own  life  may  be  full 
of  ugliness  and  pettiness,  and  small  worth- 
less efforts  which  lead  to  nothing  at  all." 

She  paused  and  he  made  no  answer. 
Like  any  two  people  who  have  reached  a 
certain  point  of  intimacy,  it  seemed  as  if  all 
their  talk  ran  to  a  personal  bearing.  With 
him  at  any  rate  everything,  he  was  well 
aware,  bristled  with  allusions.  He  had 
long  passed  the  point  where  he  could  flatter 
himself  that  he  took  an  impersonal  interest 
in  anything  that  she  said  or  did ;  anything 
that  showed  what  was  passing  inside  the 
region  of  her  thoughts. 

"  It  is  curious  how  strongly  that  sense  of 
happiness  seems  to  be  floated  in  upon  one 
sometimes  for  no  particular  reason,"  she 
presently  went  on,  still  dreamily.  "  I  don't 
mean  in  a  religious  sense,"  she  added,  with 
a  slight  blush.  "  I  hardly  know,  in  fact, 
how  I  do  mean.     Intimations  seem  to  come 
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to  one  ;  intimations  which  are  full  of  beauty, 
of  a  great  possibility,  a  wonderful  tender- 
ness, and  pity,  and  peace.  Do  you  know  at 
all  what  I  mean  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  think  I  do,"  he  answered  slowly, 
and  then  they  fell  silent  again.  The  dragon- 
fly had  lifted  its  latticed  wings  and  flow^n 
lightly  away.  They  were  alone,  more  alone 
it  seemed  to  John  Lawrence  than  they  had 
ever  been  before  —  than  they  were  likely 
perhaps  ever  to  be  again.  The  sense  of 
intimacy  too,  and  communion,  had  never 
been  so  strong.  He  would  gladly  have 
remained  just  where  they  were  for  years 
and  years  and  years,  gladly,  he  felt,  never 
have  had  to  leave  it  again  ! 

Presently  young  Mordaunt  came  striding 
towards  them,  his  hat  tilted  backwards,  his 
honest  freckled  face  red  w^ith  the  toils  of 
investigation. 

"  Eummy  old  place !  "  he  observed, 
tapping  his  cigar  against  the  base  of  a 
pillar,  and  letting  the  ashes  fall  in  a  shower 
upon    the   sacred   Jerusalem   earth    below. 
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"  I  wonder  they  don't  put  it  into  some 
sort  of  order  thongh  !  Can't  afford  it, 
perhaps,  poor  devils  !  Now  that  old  buffer 
up  there,  what  do  you  imagine  he  is 
doing  ? "  pointing  his  stick  at  Benozzo 
Gonzoli's  masterpiece,  the  one  containing 
the  well-known  "Vergognosa  di  Pisa." 
"  They  really  have  no  right  to  the  things 
if  they  keep  them  in  such  a  beastly  state ! 
Couldn't  the  National  Gallery  buy  them 
up?" 

John  Lawrence  glanced  at  Lady  Eleanor 
gravely. 

"  You  had  better  take  him  in  hand  next,'* 
he  said.  ''  He  seems  in  a  worse  condition 
even  than  myself!  " 


VOL.  III. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

On  their  way  back  to  the  hotel  an  odd,  and 
by  no  means  pleasant  incident  befel  them. 
They  had  lingered  for  a  few  minutes  upon 
the  Ponte  Solferino,  to  look  down  into  the 
shrunken  Arno  rolling  its  minimum  of 
coffee-coloured  fluid  to  the  sea.  The  two 
promenades  to  right  and  left  of  the  river 
are  the  points  where  the  social  elements 
of  Pisa  show  stronger  symptoms  of  vitality 
than  elsewhere,  and  to-day  there  was  a  fair 
muster  of  citizens  strolling  indolently  along 
in  the  full-fledged  sunshine.  Amongst 
these  strollers  were  two  that  were  not 
citizens,  for  they  were  the  small  Jan  and 
Mile.  Riaz,  the  latter  of  whom  had  rejoined 
the  party  a  little  before  their  arrival  at  Pisa. 
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They  were  still  some  way  off,  indeed  it  was 
not  until  Lady  Eleanor  had  pointed  them 
out  to  her  companions  and  carefully  ex- 
plained their  whereabouts,  that  they  were 
able  to  detect  what  her  eyes  had  at  once 
discovered  to  be  her  small  daughter.  While 
their  attention  was  still  engaged  in  this 
direction  a  fiacre  drove  by,  and  young 
Mordaunt,  happening  to  glance  after  it, 
exclaimed  suddenly,  "Hullo,  that  was 
Gathers  !  How  quickly  he  has  got  through 
his  letters  !  " 

So  it  was,  as  the  others  also  perceived, 
too  late  to  attract  his  attention.  The  fiacre 
was  already  some  way  off,  pursuing  a 
wabbling  and  uncertain  course  between  the 
thinly  sprinkled  shadows  of  the  acacias. 
The  three  upon  the  bridge  followed  it  idly 
with  their  eyes.  It  had  reached  the  place 
where  the  child  and  Frenchwoman  were 
proceeding  along  the  pavement,  and  was 
upon  the  point  of  passing  them,  when  the 
latter  seemed  to  catch  sight  of  its  occupant. 
Algernon   Gathers   gave   a  careless  nod  of 
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recognition,  and  was  about  to  pass  on,  but 
she  made  an  imperious  gesture  to  the  driver 
to  stop,  and  stepped  towards  him,  and  a 
short  but  evidently  animated  dialogue 
ensued,  the  woman  gesticulating  excitedly, 
apparently  angrily.  It  did  not  last  more 
than  a  couple  of  minutes :  at  the  end  of 
which  the  fiacre  again  moved  forward,  its 
occupant  waving  his  hand  nonchalantly  as 
it  did  so. 

Another  couple  of  minutes  passed,  but 
Lady  Eleanor's  eyes  still  remained  con- 
centrated upon  the  two  figures  now  again 
approaching  along  the  narrow  footpath. 
John  Lawrence  rather  avoided  looking  at 
her.  It  was  an  odd  scene,  he  thought,  and 
he  wondered  a  good  deal  what  it  meant. 
Suddenly  to  his  astonishment,  she  uttered 
a  violent  exclamation.  Startled,  he  glanced 
first  at  her,  then  at  the  point  to  which  her 
eyes  directed  his,  and  was  just  in  time  to 
see  what  had  caused  it.  The  little  girl  had 
apj)arently  plucked  at  the  woman's  dress,  to 
call  her  attention  to  something,  whereupon 
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the  other  had  turned  upon  her,  and  struck 
her  several  times  violently  over  the 
shoulders.  After  her  first  ejaculation,  Lady 
Eleanor  said  no  more,  but  before  her  com- 
panions had  realized  what  she  was  about, 
was  already  off  the  bridge  and  speeding  like 
a  lapwing  through  the  groups  of  people, 
unconscious  of  the  glances  of  undisguised 
astonishment,  not  unmingled  with  admira- 
tion, with  which  they  made  way  for  her. 
So  quick  was  she,  that  though  the  others 
followed  as  rapidly  as  they  could,  she  had 
already  reached  the  spot,  snatched  the  child 
up  into  her  protecting  arms,  turned  upon 
the  woman,  and  was  denouncing  her  in  half- 
a-dozen  words  the  vehemence  of  which 
seemed  literally  to  scorch  their  subject. 
For  once  the  black  eyes  were  dropped. 
Mile.  Kiaz  looked  confounded,  abashed, 
and  astonished,  as  her  employer,  whom  she 
had  imagined  no  doubt  to  be  at  a  safe 
distance,  suddenly  descended  upon  her  with 
the  awe-inspiring  port  and  flashing  eyes  of 
an  avenging  goddess.      Lady  Eleanor  did 
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not  waste  many  words.  Giving  her  to 
understand  that  from  that  day  she  would 
never  see,  speak,  or  have  any  deahngs 
with  her  again,  she  turned  away,  still  hold- 
ing the  child  in  her  arms,  and  retraced 
her  steps  towards  the  bridge,  unconscious, 
in  her  preoccupation,  of  the  presence 
of  the  other  two,  who  had  followed  and 
caught  her  up,  leaving  Mile.  Eiaz,  who 
by  this  time  had  recovered  from  her  first 
consternation,  scowling  after  them  upon  the 
pavement. 

"By  Jove,  Eleanor,  you  did  give  it 
her  down  the  banks,  and  no  mistake  ! "  her 
brother  exclaimed  in  tones  of  admiration. 
"  Serve  her  right  too  !  I  only  wonder  you 
didn't  break  your  parasol  over  her  head  !  " 

"  What  could  have  made  her  turn  so 
savage  ?  "  John  Lawrence  said  in  a  tone  of 
astonishment.  Then,  seeing  that  Lady 
Eleanor  was  too  excited  and  upset  to  be 
able  to  reply — "  Did  she  hurt  you,  Jan  ?  " 
he  added  to  the  child. 

Jan,  who  was  much  the  calmest  of  the 
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party,  and  showed  no  symptom  of  tears  or 
any  particular  excitement,  wriggled  a  little 
as  if  considering  what  the  extent  of  her 
injuries  really  were. 

"  Not  mutch,"  she  said  in  her  little  high- 
pitched  sing-song  voice.  "I  don't  like 
Maddymoiselle  though — not  mutch,"  she 
added. 

*'  Did  she  ever  strike  you  before,  my 
darling  ?  "  her  mother  enquired  eagerly. 

"  Oh  yeth  !  "  Jan  opened  her  eyes  wide 
at  the  simplicity  of  the  question.  "  Often 
and  often,"  she  added,  nodding  her  small 
head  up  and  down,  and  carefully  emphasiz- 
ing her  f^. 

"  Why  did  you  never  tell  mother  then  ? 
That  was  very,  very  silly,  Jan  !  always  tell 
mother  everything."  Lady  Eleanor's  tone 
showed  her  to  be  much  nearer  crying  than 
her  composed  little  daughter. 

"  But  it  wath  when  I  told  Muddie  any- 
think  that  Maddymoiselle  slapped  me  ! " 
Jan  responded  placidly. 


BOOK  Y. 
THE  DEPTHS  UNFOLD. 


CHAPTEE  I. 

Algernon  Gathers  had  not  arrived  when 
they  reached  the  house,  and  his  wife  waited, 
evidently  in  no  slight  excitement,  for  his 
return.  There  were  apparently  no  private 
sitting-rooms  in  this  hotel.  It  was  so 
empty,  however,  that  they  had  been  able  to 
take  exclusive  possession  of  the  principal 
public  one,  which  opened  out  of  the  billiard 
room,  the  only  other  alternative  offered  by 
the  landlord — that  of  clearing  a  bedroom 
— -Algernon  Gathers  having  indignantly 
scouted.  Young  Mordaunt  now  chaUenged 
the  Golonel  to  a  game  of  biUiards,  and  they 
went  into  the  next  room  to  play  it,  leaving 
his  sister  alone.  The  door  was  open  and 
they   could   see   her    moving   restlessly  up 
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and  clown,  now  and  then  going  to  a  window 
to  see  if  there  were  any  signs  of  her  hus- 
band's return.  When  after  some  delay  he 
did  arrive,  he  took  the  matter  with  extreme 
comi^osure. 

"  Slapped  her,  did  she?  Well,  and  how 
do  you  know  she  did  not  deserve  it  ?  "  they 
heard  him  say  laughingly.  ''  If  there  is  an 
enraging  little  puss  when  she  chooses,  it  is 
Miss  Jan.  But  for  my  habitual  awe  of  you, 
my  love,  I  have  no  doubt  I  should  have 
boxed  her  ears  soundly  many  times  myself, 
before  now  !  " 

Lady  Eleanor's  voice  trembled.  ''  Alger- 
non !  "  she  began  in  a  tone  of  vehement 
anger,  then  checking  herself — "Don't, 
please,  tease  me  to-day,"  she  said  entreat- 
ingly,  "  I  am  really  serious  about  this.  It 
has  given  me  a  great  shock.  I  feel  as  if  I 
could  never  trust  the  child  out  of  my  sight 
again.  As  for  that  woman,  I  have  told  her 
that  she  must  go.  After  what  I  have  seen 
to-day,  I  could  never  speak  to  her  again,  or 
bear  to  know  that  she  was  in  the  house.     I 
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should  always  feel  that  she  might  be  doing 
Jan  an  injury." 

"Pooh!  nonsense,  my  dear!  that  is  all 
moonshine  and  excitabihty.  You  fly  into 
an  heroic  rage  about  a  trifle,  and  then  want 
to  pack  the  victim  of  it  off  at  a  moment's 
notice.  Is  that  what  you  call  Christian 
charity  and  generosity  ?  It  appears  to  me 
to  bear  a  much  more  striking  resemblance 
to  spite,  malice,  and  all  uncharitableness — 
Of  course,  I  am  open  to  correction  !  " 

"  A  trifle  !  How  can  you  call  striking  Jan 
a  trifle  ?  striking  her  really  hard  !  " 

"  Pooh  !  you  don't  pretend  to  say  that  it 
did  the  monkey  harm  ?  All  children  require 
slapping  on  occasion." 

"  No  one  shall  strike  a  child  of  mine  as 

long  as  I  " Lady  Eleanor  began   in  a 

tone  of  no  great  meekness.  She  checked 
herself,  however,  before  finishing  her  sen- 
tence. "You  are  only  saying  this  to  tease 
me,  Algernon,"  she  said  pleadingly.  "  I 
entreat  you  to  listen  seriously  to  me  for 
once,  I  am  in  earnest,  most  earnest.     Do 
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not  oppose  me,  please  ;  I  do  not  want  to 
do  anything  vindictive,  but  I  will  never 
see  her  again,  or  allow  her  to  be  with  Jan ; 
I  should  never  know  an  easy  moment  if  I 
did." 

''  And  I  tell  you,  my  dear,  that  that  is  all 
moonshine  and  excitability.  You  are  always 
in  some  portentous  fuss  or  other  about  that 
ridiculous  child — everything  is  sacrificed  to 
her !  " 

"Algernon,  that  is  not  true  !  You  hiow 
it  is  not  true  !  I  don't  say  that  I  am  not 
angry  to-day,  any  woman  would  have  been, 
if  she  had  seen  what  I  saw — even  if  she  had 
not  been  the  child's  mother.  I  don't  like 
appealing  to  Mordaunt,"  she  went  on,  as 
her  brother  appeared  at  the  door  of  the 
room  with  a  billiard-cue  in  his  hand,  "  but 
please  ask  him  yourself,  Algernon.  He  and 
Colonel  Lawrence  saw  her  strike  Jan,  and 
they  will  tell  you  that  it  was  no  motherly 
imagination  upon  my  part." 

"  She  thumped  the  child  about  as 
hard  as  she  could  lick,"  young  Mordaunt 
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said  emphatically.  "  There's  no  douht  she 
ought  to  get  the  sack.  If  she  were  a  man 
I  should  say  and  a  jolly  good  hiding  into  the 
bargain." 

Algernon  Gathers  had  got  his  back  to  the 
empty  fire-place,  and  was  smoothing  down 
his  moustache  with  a  couple  of  fingers,  a 
mocking  smile  playing  over  his  face  as  he 
did  so. 

''We  haven't  heard  the  whole  of  the 
evidence  yet,"  he  said.  "  Call  in  the  other 
witness;  why  does  he  keep  out  of  sight  ?  " 
— then  as  John  Lawrence  also  appeared, 
cue  in  hand,  at  the  door — "There  you  are 
Colonel.  Now  let  us  have  your  version  of 
the  afi"air,  and  for  heaven's  sake  don't  spare 
your  eloquence.  Bemember,  we  depend  on 
you.  Give  us  the  whole  scene  :  the  furious 
virago — the  wounded  child — the  indignant 
mother  rushing  to  the  rescue — the  heroic 
friends  supporting  her — the  terrified  specta- 
tors. Don't  turn  away,  man,  don't  you  see 
you  are  keeping  us  upon  the  tenterhooks  of 
expectation  ? ' ' 
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But  the  Colonel  had  turned  away  boiling 
over  with  contempt  and  indignation,  an 
indignation  which  made  havoc  of  his  good 
resolutions  about  not  allowing  himself  to 
lose  his  temper  with  Algernon  Gathers. 
Had  Lady  Eleanor  not  been  present,  there 
is  no  knowing  what  long  pent-up  indigna- 
tion might  not  have  exploded,  and  exploded, 
like  other  pent-up  materials,  the  more 
violently  for  their  previous  resistance. 
Happily  for  the  interests  of  peace  she  was 
there,  and  therefore  her  husband  was  safe 
under  her  segis.  To  remain  calm  and  self- 
restrained  under  such  gratuitous  provocation 
was  more  than  flesh  and  blood  could  do. 
Colonel  Lawrence  snatched  up  his  hat, 
which  was  lying  on  a  chair,  and  made  for 
the  door. 

He  was  apparently  not  the  only  person 
whom  the  scene  had  struck  unpleasantly. 
That  evening,  as  they  were  sitting  together 
in  the  smoking-room,  young  Mordaunt, 
after  fidgeting  about  in  a  premonitory 
fashion,  burst  out  with 
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*'  Look  here,  Lawrence  !  About  my 
brother-in-law — about  Gathers  ?  " 

John  looked  as  he  was  requested,  but 
made  no  further  demonstration,  beyond  an 
interrogative  "  Yes  ?  " 

''How  does  he  strike  you?  Do  you  hit 
it  off  with  him?  Don't  mind  telling  me 
the  truth," — as  the  other  merely  looked  at 
the  point  of  his  cigar.  "Beyond  being 
my  sister's  husband,  he's  nothing  to  me. 
In  fact,  I  know  him  less  than  I  know  heaps 
of  fellows.  Odd,  but  it's  the  fact.  They're 
always  out  here,  you  know,  in  the  winter, 
and  of  course  I  can't  get  away  then  on 
account  of  the  hunting,  so  that  I  never  see 
my  sister  except  in  London,  when  there  are 
lots  of  other  people  about.  He's  always 
very  festive  and  amusing — chaffing  and  that 
sort  of  thing,  you  know — when  he  is  in 
good-humour — wonderfully  so,  considering 
he  is  so  seedy.  I  suppose,  by  the  way,  he 
is  very  seedy,  eh?  " 

"  Very,"  the  Colonel  answered  laconically. 

VOL.  III.  G 
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It  was  a  safe  point  to  lay  stress  on,  for- 
tunately. 

"  Because  Eleanor  has  never  talked  to  me 
about  his  health." 

"  She  thinks  a  great  deal  about  it,  you 
may  be  sure." 

"  Oh  well,  I  suppose  it  really  is  so 
then?" 

If  Colonel  Lawrence  flattered  himself 
that  the  young  man  was  silenced  he  was 
speedily  undeceived,  for  he  presently  burst 
out  again. 

"I  say,  Lawrence,  I  see  you  don't  want 
to  talk  about  it — naturally  a  fellow  don't  talk 
of  what  goes  on  behind  the  scenes,  but  you 
see  it's  different  with  me.  I'm  Eleanor's 
brother,  and  the  only  man  she  has  to  back 
her  up,  except  my  father,  who  is  not — well, 
who  does  not  see  much  of  her.  Of  course 
one  don't  want  to  be  rough  on  a  fellow 
when  he's  seedy,  still  there  are  limits.  A 
man  must  behave  decently  even  if  he's 
dying,  at  least  he  must  if  he's  a  gentle- 
man.    I  can't  say  I  liked  the  way  he  went 
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on  to-day  about  that  woman — Mile.  Eiaz, 
or  whatever  her  name  is — sniggering,  you 
know,  when  he  saw  that  Eleanor  was  really 
upset  about  the  child.  I  don't  call  it 
manlij.  I  don't  think  he  behaved  as  he 
ought,  and  what's  more,  I've  a  deuced  good 
mind  to  tell  him  so  before  I  go.  Only  I 
thought  I'd  best  say  something  to  you  first, 
because  you've  seen  more  of  them  lately 
than  I  have,  and  you're  pals  with  Eleanor, 
and  would  know  how  matters  really  stood ; 
whether  it  was  only  his  manner,  I  mean, 
or  what  ?  " 

John  Lawrence  hesitated.  He  respected 
the  lad's  impulse,  and  would  not  have  been 
sorry  to  see  his  honest  directness  let  loose 
upon  the  other's  pampered  self-satisfaction. 
There  were  more  important  interests,  how- 
ever, to  be  considered  in  the  matter  than 
these. 

"I  think  if  I  were  you  I  would  talk  it 
over  with  Lady  Eleanor  before  saying  any- 
thing to  Gathers,"  he  answered  slowly. 
"  Of  course,  I  perfectly  agree  with  all  that 
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you  have  been  saying,  still  you  must  re- 
member that  your  sister's  position  is  a  very 
difficult  one,  and  you  might  make  matters 
worse." 

"  How  do  mean  difficult  ?  " 

''  Well,  on  account  of  his  health  chiefly. 
You  can  see  yourself  that  she  puts  up 
with  many  things  that  no  woman  who  was 
married  to  a  strong  man  would  endure  for  a 
moment." 

"  Confound  his  health !  She  puts  up 
with  a  lot  too  much,  I  consider.  Why  does 
she  let  him  badger  her  so  ?  If  he  isn't  too 
ill  to  eat,  and  drink,  and  amuse  himself,  and 
get  through  any  amount  of  money,  he  isn't 
too  ill  to  have  the  truth  told  him.  I  can't 
make  Eleanor  out.  When  she  was  a  girl 
she  could  hold  her  own  with  any  one.  I'm 
sure  she  used  to  hustle  me  about  pretty 
freely  !  But  now  she's  as  meek  as  a  mouse. 
I  believe  if  Gathers  gave  her  a  whack 
over  the  head  she  would  only  say,  '  Thank 
you!'" 

John   Lawrence   smiled   rather   a  forced 
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smile ;  he  was  of  that  opinion  himself. 
"  The  positions  are  not  quite  the  same,  are 
they?"  he  said.  "  A  woman  must  put  up 
with  her  husband  if  she  intends  to  go  on 
living  with  him.  You  may  be  sure  that  the 
one  object  your  sister  keeps  before  her  mind 
night  and  day  is  to  avoid  self-reproach." 

"Self-reproach?  Why  the  deuce  should 
she  feel  self-reproach  for  telling  him  the 
truth?" 

"  Well,  he  is  very  excitable,  you  see,  and 
has  always  been  miserably  spoilt.  If  he  is 
contradicted  it  upsets  him,  and  it  is  sup- 
posed to  be  very  bad  for  his  health  to  be 
upset." 

Young  Mordaunt  whistled.  "  Well,  it's 
all  very  fine  and  devoted,  and  like — what 
was  that  fool  of  a  woman's  name  ? — Griselda, 
you  know,"  he  said,  as  he  got  up  and  lit 
himself  a  candle.  "But  I  must  say  I  call 
it  rot !  As  you  advise  me  not  to  do  so,  I 
won't  say  anything  to  Gathers  till  I've 
talked  it  over  with  Eleanor,  but  I  sliall  tell 
her  pretty  plainly  what  I  think.     A  woman 
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must  obey  lier  husband,  of  course — I  shall 
expect  my  wife  to  obey  me,  I  can  tell  you — 
but  I  don't  see  the  sense  of  people  letting 
themselves  be  bullied  for  nothing — trying, 
too,  to  look  as  if  they  liked  it !  Lord !  I 
should  expect  a  woman  to  give  me  strych- 
nine in  my  tea  if  I  were  to  badger  her  as 
Gathers  badgers  Eleanor  !  " 

.  After  the  young  fellow  had  departed,  John 
Lawrence   lingered   on    in   the    uninviting 
smoking-room,  musing  long  and  deeply.     It 
certainly  seemed  to  him,  too,  that  matters 
were   getting   to    a    tolerably   unendurable 
pass.     The  charm  that  had  lulled  him  into 
a  temporary  state  of  contentment  at  Spezia 
was  broken.     He  felt  restless  and  ill  at  ease, 
with  himself  as  well  as  with  others.     There 
was  a  feeling  of  storm  in  the  air,  a  storm 
with  ugly  things   afloat  in   it !      Had  she 
really    resolved    to    endure    anything,    no 
matter    how   insulting   to    her    pride    and 
womanly  dignity,  rather  than   defend  her- 
self?    It  hurt  Ms  pride  in  her  to  think  so, 
even  while  in  another  way  he  reverenced 
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her  for  it.  If  she  had— and  it  looked  ex- 
tremely like  it — it  was  equally  plain  that 
her  husband  had  taken  in  the  situation 
thoroughly,  and  that  it  lent  him  courage 
to  go  to  lengths  that  he  might  otherwise, 
for  his  own  sake,  not  have  hazarded.  He 
was  a  cur !  That  had  been  our  hero's 
opinion  thirteen  years  earlier,  and  he  was 
more  than  ever  convinced  of  it  now.  He 
possessed  precisely  that  variety  of  courage 
which  rushes  upon  the  combat  only  when 
it  is  evident  that  the  adversary  declines  it — 
the  courage  of  the  cur  !  As  regards  his  own 
position,  too,  every  hour  made  it  clearer 
that  it  was  untenable.  He  was  not  given 
to  troubling  his  head  about  his  dignity,  still 
to  remain  an  appendage  of  the  Gathers 
party,  against  the  wishes  of  the  head  of 
that  party^^the  unresisting  target  of  his 
sneers  and  insults — was  more  than  mere 
average  flesh  and  blood  could  be  expected 
to  stand.  Even  for  Lady  Eleanor's  sake 
he  could  not  profess  to  do  so ;  nay,  he  was 
by  no  means  sure  that  he  would  not  be 
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injuring  her  by  attempt" ng  it.  The  situa- 
tion, in  short,  had  reached  a  point  where 
a  very  httle  more,  one  way  or  other,  w^ould 
at  any  moment  provoke  a  crisis ! 
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CHAPTEE  II. 

Appaeently  young  Mordaunt  did  not  receive 
his  sister's  permission  to  try  his  hand  at 
cutting  the  knot  of  her  domestic  difficulties, 
for  no  scene  took  place  between  him  and 
Algernon  Gathers.  He  was  rather  curt  in 
his  manner  to  the  latter,  that  being  pro- 
bably the  form  which  his  pent-up  irritation 
assumed,  and  when,  a  few  days  afterwards, 
his  visit  came  to  an  end  and  he  returned  to 
England,  his  brother-in-law  shot  after  him 
a  valedictory  fire  of  witticisms,  which,  if  it 
did  the  departed  guardsman  no  great  harm, 
brought  a  spot  of  vexed  colour  to  his  sister's 
cheek,  and  for  her  sake  aroused  a  corre- 
sponding sensation  of  anger  in  the  breast  of 
our  hero. 

He  did  not  take  up  the  cudgels,  however. 
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wisely  thinking  that  it  was  not  worth  while. 
The  contest  hetween  him  and  Algernon 
Gathers,  whenever  it  did  come,  had  better 
be  upon  some  larger  issue. 

It  did  not  seem  as  if  it  could  be  delayed 
much  longer ;  indeed,  it  was  only  by  an 
almost  superhuman  effort  of  patience,  aided 
by  a  sense  that  the  situation  was  in  the 
nature  of  things  transitory,  that  he  was 
able  to  keep  his  temper  and  indignation 
within  bounds,  and  so  prevent  a  premature 
explosion. 

A  couple  of  days  after  young  Mordaunt's 
departure  he  happened,  for  instance,  to  be 
reading  in  the  bilhard-room,  the  husband 
and  wife  being  in  the  next  room,  and  the 
door  ajar,  when  he  heard  Algernon  Gathers 
ask  querulously  for  the  newspaper  which 
had  come  that  morning. 

Lady  Eleanor  said  that  she  would  fetch 
it.  She  believed  that  it  had  been  left  upon 
the  seat  outside. 

"Don't  go;  send  one  of  the  servants," 
her  husband  said  irritably. 
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"  They  are  at  dinner." 

"  Well,  that  supplementary  servant  of 
yours,  then.  He's  not  at  dinner.  He  eats 
with  us  !  " 

''  Who  can  you  mean,  Algernon  ?  " 

"  Who  ?  Why,  Lawrence,  of  course — 
that  delightful  Colonel  of  yours — Lawrence 
the  indefatigahle,  Lawrence  the  invaluable, 
Lawrence  the  anything  and  everything  ! 
You  keep  him  to  fetch  and  carry,  and  run 
your  errands  for  you,  don't  you  ?  " 

"  You  know  perfectly  well,  Algernon,  I 
do  nothing  of  the  sort !  "  she  said  in- 
dignantly. 

"  Don't  you  ?  Eeally,  I  must  apologize. 
I  was  under  the  impression  that  you  did  ! 
it  seems  to  me  what  he  is  chiefly  fit  for. 
He  always  makes  me  think  of  some  sort  of 
asinine  centaur — half  man,  half  beast  of 
burden — I  never  before  felt  so  clear  about 
the  reality  of  the  creature's  existence  !  " 

John  Lawrence's  ears  tingled,  as  the 
most  innocent  ears  will  tingle  which  over- 
hear,     however      involuntarily,      similarly 
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pleasing  sentiments.  He  wondered  angrily 
whether  Algernon  Gathers  could  have  been 
aware  that  he  was  within  earshot,  and  if  so, 
whether  those  delightful  observations  were 
intended  to  have  been  overheard.  Ap- 
parently, this  was  not  the  case,  for  a  couple 
of  minutes  later  the  door  opened,  and  Lady 
Eleanor  came  in.  She  looked  tired  and 
dejected,  as  she  often  had  done  of  late,  but 
not  at  all  self-conscious  as  regards  himself. 

He  went  to  fetch  a  chair  for  her,  and  on 
his  way  back  was  arrested  by  some  remark 
of  hers.  In  itself  it  was  nothing  of  the 
least  importance,  but  her  eyes,  as  she 
uttered  it,  rested  upon  him — rested,  as  he 
at  once  perceived — with  a  peculiar  kindli- 
ness. There  was  something  new,  it  struck 
him,  in  her  expression ;  a  mixture  of  ad- 
miration and  a  sort  of  pity  ;  a  beam,  at  any 
rate,  of  unusual  tenderness,  a  tenderness 
which — far  removed  as  it  was  from  any- 
thing approaching  passion — thrilled  him  as 
he  had  never  been  thrilled  before.  She 
made  another  casual  remark  and  left  again, 
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without  even  sitting  down  in  the  chair 
which  he  had  set  for  her,  but  the  effect 
of  that  beam  remained,  and  warmed  him 
throughout  the  remainder  of  the  day.  If  it 
would  ensure  his  getting  one  such  a  week, 
he  said  to  himself  fervently,  he  would  put 
up  with  Algernon  Gathers'  small  insolences 
for  a  year  to  come  if  necessary. 

That  capricious  personage  had  suddenly 
announced  his  intention  of  not  returning 
to  Genoa,  as  had  previously  been  arranged, 
but  of  going  to  Viareggio,  a  watering-place 
at  that  time  almost  unknown  to  English 
visitors.  He  detested  Genoa,  he  said,  and 
loathed  Spezia  and  Nervi,  and  all  the  other 
places  they  had  been  to  before.  If  they  were 
to  go  creeping  along  like  sick  snails,  it  was 
better  at  least  to  go  to  some  place  where 
the  very  chairs  and  tables  were  not  scored 
over  like  bad  dreams  by  a  thousand  associa- 
tions of  bygone  tediousness. 

The  last  few  days  at  Pisa  were  not  com- 
fortable. Algernon  Gathers  had  caught  a 
cold,  which  did   not   add  to  his   amenity. 
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He  lay  most  of  the  day  upon  the  sofa,  with 
his  wife,  of  course,  in  close  attendance. 
John  Lawrence  made  no  enquiries  about 
]\rdlle.  Riaz,  but  not  seeing  anything  of 
her,  concluded  that  she  had  left  Pisa.  To 
himself  the  young  man's  manner  was  de- 
risive to  the  verge  of  insolence.  After 
having  so  long  urged  him  not  to  desert 
them,  he  seemed  now  to  desire  to  get  rid 
of  him,  and  to  be  working  with  that  pur- 
pose in  every  way  short  of  the  direct.  The 
perception  of  that  fact  would,  under  other 
circumstances,  have  inclined  our  hero 
rather  to  stay  the  more.  The  hotel  did  not 
belong  to  Algernon  Gathers,  and  there  was 
no  reason  therefore  that  he  should  leave  it 
to  oblige  him.  He  was  not  sure,  however, 
how  Lady  Eleanor  regarded  the  matter. 
To  leave  her  to  the  undivided  force  of  her 
husband's  powers  of  petty  torturing  was 
dreadful,  but  what  if  his  presence  made 
matters  worse  ?  What  if  Algernon  Gathers 
took  it  into  his  head  to  be  jealous  of  their 
friendship  ?    Not  an  impossible  contingency, 
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seeing  that  jealousy  by  no  means  of  neces- 
sity entails  any  very  profound  affection  ? 

At  Viareggio  the  situation  did  not  im- 
prove. Essentially  a  summer  place,  its 
season  had  not  yet  begun.  There  was  a 
new  hotel  upon  the  Plage,  but  it  was  not 
yet  open,  and  the  one  they  were  obliged 
to  go  to  seemed  to  have  been  hurriedly 
adapted  for  the  purpose.  The  sitting-room 
into  which  they  were  shown,  by  a  flushed 
and  fluttered  landlady,  had  a  flavour  of 
garlic,  and  all  the  pieces  of  furniture  ap- 
peared to  need  propping  by  other  pieces, 
the  remnant,  apparently,  of  a  still  more 
disorganized  set.  Algernon  upon  entering 
shuddered,  and  sat  down  upon  one  of  the 
rickety  couches,  coughing,  and  pressing  his 
hand  to  his  chest  with  an  air  of  unspeakable 
disgust,  while  the  other  two  looked  at  one 
another  with  the  wide-eyed  dismay  of  a 
couple  of  shipwrecked  mariners. 

Finding  that  he  could  do  nothing  to 
mitigate  the  severity  of  the  situation,  nay, 
that  his  presence  only  made  matters  worse. 
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the  Colonel  departed  for  a  solitary  walk, 
leaving  Lady  Eleanor  and  the  servants  to 
arrange  themselves  as  best  they  could  in 
their  new  quarters.  His  own  impressions 
of  Viareggio  improved  after  a  while.  The 
wind  was  blowing  inshore,  and  the  sea  fell 
upon  the  shingle  with  a  wild  rushing  of 
excited  breakers  that  faintly  recalled  the 
uplifted  crests  and  thunderous  fall  of  the 
Atlantic.  There  was  something  refresh- 
ingly salt,  northern,  and  vigorous  about  the 
whole  scene,  despite  the  melting  curves  of 
the  Apennines,  and  the  pink-faced  cam- 
paniles which  dotted  the  nearer  slopes. 
The  little  town  seemed  to  be  just  standing 
upon  the  line  where  fishing-village  merges 
into  w^atering-place.  There  was  a  row  of 
smart  bathing-boxes  upon  the  shore,  which 
carpenters  were  even  then  making  gay 
inside  with  muslin  and  striped  calico,  and 
outside  with  small  flags  and  gleaming  tin 
ornamentations,  in  jireparation  for  the 
arrival  of  the  Pisans  and  Florentines  who 
were  to  take  possession  of  them.     A  little 
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further  these  vanities  ceased,  however,  and 
the  more  permanent  fishing  portion  of  the 
community  had  it  all  their  own  way.  As 
he  came  np  to  the  nearest  pier  he  found  a 
crowd  of  people  collected  upon  it,  watching 
the  incoming  of  the  boats  as  they  swept 
into  the  harbour.  He  walked  to  the  end  of 
the  pier,  and  watched  it  with  them. 

It  was  a  picturesque  scene,  and  a  pretty 
bit  of  steering.  The  boats,  as  they  were 
carried  past,  were  lifted  high  up  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  incoming  wave,  and  then 
dropped  again  in  comparatively  sheltered 
water,  the  disappointed  billow  racing  along 
the  edge  of  the  pier  and  deluging  the  feet 
of  the  excited  watchers.  He  wished  Lady 
Eleanor  could  have  been  with  him  to  see 
it,  instead  of  sitting  with  such  resolute 
patience  in  that  dreadful  room.  He 
mourned  over  her  youth  and  resolutely 
repressed  vitality  with  a  regret  which  he 
might  have  felt  for  some  magnificently 
endowed  hawk  or  sea-bird  debarred  from 
its  natural  right  of  flying.     It  was  not  her 

YOL.  III.  H 
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husband's  fault,  seeing  that  he  was  debarred 
also,  but  our  friend  had  got  into  that  state 
of  exasperation  when  no  man  can  boast  of 
being  perfectly  just,  and  he  resented  it  as 
if  it  had  been. 

It  was  dusk  by  the  time  he  returned,  the 
sea  and  his  own  thoughts  having  led  him 
further  than  he  had  intended.  Those 
thoughts  had  brought  him,  at  any  rate,  to 
one  definite  conclusion,  and  that  was  that 
he  would  leave  Viareggio  the  next  day. 
When  a  position  is  jDlainly  untenable,  the 
only  thing,  he  said  to  himself,  is  to  beat 
a  retreat  in  as  good  order  as  possible.  He 
was  just  entering  the  hotel  when,  greatly 
to  his  surprise,  he  almost  brushed  against 
j\Jlle.  Eiaz,  who  was  coming  hastily  in  the 
opposite  direction.  She  passed  him  without 
speaking  or  apparently  noticing  his  j^resence, 
and  he  pursued  his  way  upstairs  to  the 
sitting-room. 

Here  he  found  Lady  Eleanor  with  her 
little  girl  on  her  lap,  silently  turning  over 
a    picture    book   which    was   one   of  Jan's 
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special  possessions.  Algernon  Gathers  lay 
upon  the  sofa,  staring  at  the  ceiling  with 
an  expression  of  pettish  disgust,  which  he 
did  not  trouble  himself  to  remove  from  his 
face  when  he  turned  to  look  at  the  new 
comer.  There  was  such  an  evident  tension 
about  the  whole  atmosphere  that  the  Colonel 
decided  that  it  would  be  wisest  for  him  to 
keep  as  much  as  possible  out  of  the  way, 
lest  his  presence  should  provoke  an  explo- 
sion, and  accordingly  he  announced  his 
intention  of  dining  that  night  at  the  tahle- 
d'liote.  This  intention  he  was  unable  to 
carry  out,  there  proving  to  be  no  tahle- 
d'Jiote.  He  did  so  far  realize  it  as  to  dine 
downstairs  in  a  room  opening  upon  the  back 
regions  of  the  hotel,  where  he  was  served 
upon  a  round-topped  marble  table,  which 
at  some  period  of  its  existence  had  been 
white,  and  where  he  presently  discovered 
that  the  Gather's  footman  and  valet  were 
his  neighbours  at  a  similar  one  close  by. 
Decidedly,  he  said  to  himself,  the  situation 
was  becoming  impossible. 
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CHAPTEK   III. 

He  was  a  long  time  that  night  getting  to 
sleep.  His  resolution  sat  heavy  upon  his 
breast,  his  imagination,  too,  persisted  in 
following  the  further  proceedings  of  the 
travellers  after  he  should  have  quitted  them. 
At  last  he  fell  into  a  deep  sleep,  from  which 
he  was  awakened  by  a  sudden  tapping  at 
his  door,  and  by  a  voice  calling  loudly, 
*'  Colonel  Lawrence  !  Colonel  Lawrence  !  " 

He  started  up  wide-awake  m  an  instant. 
The  room  was  pitch-dark,  there  was  a  sul- 
phurous smell,  and  the  voice  at  the  door 
was  still  calling  persistently. 

"Is  that  ijoii,  Lady  Eleanor  ?  "  he  cried 
in  a  tone  of  profound  astonishment. 

"Yes,   it   is   I.       Thank   God,    you   are 
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awake  !  I  was  so  afraid  the  door  was  locked, 
and  that  I  could  never  make  you  hear  me. 
Get  up,  please,  and  dress.  The  house  is 
on  fire." 

''  On  fire  !     And  you  ?  are  you  safe  ?  " 

"  I  am  quite  safe.  But  hurry,  please 
hurry  !  " 

"  Is  every  one  else  safe  ?  Where  is 
Jan  ?  " 

"■  Jan  is  safe  too.  I  left  her  outside  with 
the  servants." 

"And  you  came  back  to  call  me?" 
Then,  before  she  could  answer.  "  Don't 
stay,  I  implore  you,"  he  added.  "  Get  out 
of  doors.  For  God's  sake,  run  no  risks ! 
I  will  be  with  you  in  a  minute." 

He  had  by  this  time  nearly  got  into  his 
clothes.  Outside  he  could  hear  a  rapid 
scurrying  to-and-fro  of  feet,  and  see  a  dull 
glow  shining  redly  upon  some  bushes. 

Finishing  his  toilette  by  thrusting  his 
feet  into  his  boots,  minus  the  stockings 
which  he  failed  to  find,  he  hastened  down 
the  stairs  which  were  fortunately  close  at 


102  MAJOR   LAWRENCE,  F.L.S. 

liand.  Smoke  was  bursting  out  of  the 
various  apertures,  but  there  being  little 
wood,  the  house  did  not  blaze  as  an  English 
one  would  have  done.  [He  heard  a  dull 
crackling  noise  overhead  as  if  it  were  burn- 
ing froro  the  roof  downward.  At  the  foot 
of  the  stairs  Lady  Eleanor  was  standing. 
She  was  very  pale,  but  gave  a  look  of  sudden 
relief  as  he  joined  her.  She  had  a  large 
cloak  thrown  over  her  arm. 

Apparently  the  conflagration  was  pro- 
ceeding more  rapidly  at  the  other  side  of 
the  house,  for  the  light  upon  the  trees  and 
bushes  was  stronger.  Several  figures  passed 
them  rushing  along  in  that  direction,  some 
carrying  pieces  of  furniture,  one  woman 
who  had  saved  a  bedroom  jug  was  carefully 
bearing  it  away  in  the  opposite  direction 
from  the  fire. 

"  Where  is  your  husband  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"  On  the  piazza.  I  must  go  to  him  at 
once,  for  I  am  afraid  he  has  not  wraps 
enough  on.  I  brought  away  this  cloak  on 
purpose." 
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He  took  it  from  her  and  tliey  hastened 
towards  the  groups  of  people  gathered  in 
front  of  the  house. 

"How  was  it  found  out?"  he  asked,  as 
they  were  hurrying  along. 

"  It  was  Algernon  who  gave  the  warn- 
mg. 

"  How  was  that  ?     Was  he  awake  ?  " 
She  hesitated  a  moment.     "  No,  he  was 
asleep  in  his   dressing-room.      Mile.    Riaz 
came  to  his  door  and  woke  him." 
"  And  you  ?  " 

"I  was  not  asleep,  thank  God,  and 
heard  her.  If  I  had  heen,"  she  shuddered 
violently  and  paused,  then,  after  a  moment, 
"  Oh,  I  must  tell  you  ;  it  is  too  dreadful ! 
Do  you  know  what  she  told  him  ?  She 
told  him  that  I  had  already  gone ;  that  I 
had  left  the  house  !  " 

"  Good  heavens  !     And  he  beUeved  her  ?  " 

"  He  must  have   done  so.     I  sprang  up 

and  got  hold  of  Jan,  who  was  sleeping  in 

the  next  room.     Then  I  ran  to  his  room  to 

see  if  I  could  help  him  to  di-ess,  but  he  was 
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already  gone.  That  is  what  makes  me  so 
afraid  that  he  has  not  enough  wraps  on." 

John  Lawrence  said  no  more.  To  his 
mind  it  suggested  quite  different  reflections, 
which  he  refrained  from  specifying. 

They  w^ere  by  this  time  close  to  where 
the  groups  of  people  were  standing.  Having 
seen  Lady  Eleanor  in  the  vicinity  of  her 
own  servants,  the  Colonel  hastened  away  to 
see  whether  he  could  make  himself  of  use. 
A  number  of  men  were  standing  in  a  cluster 
gazing  with  much  interest  at  the  fire,  and 
gesticulating  energetically,  but  without  an 
idea,  apparently,  of  rendering  any  more 
practical  assistance.  By  dint  of  straining 
his  limited  Italian  to  the  uttermost,  and  of 
flinging  himself  energetically  into  the  work, 
he  induced  half  a  dozen  of  them  to  assist  in 
organizing  a  line  of  buckets  to  the  tank  in 
the  garden.  The  idea,  which  apparently 
had  not  occurred  to  any  of  the  lookers  on, 
was  at  last  taken  up  with  some  spirit,  and 
a  sufiicient  discharge  of  water  directed  to- 
wards a  given  point  to  hinder  the  advance 
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of  the  conflagation.  There  was  apparently 
no  one  else  to  issue  any  orders ;  the  unfor- 
tunate woman  who  had  shown  them  to  their 
rooms  was  rushing  about  half-dressed,  ap- 
pealing to  every  one  she  met,  and  being 
equally  disregarded  by  all.  Fire-engines  or 
any  organization  for  extinguishing  confla- 
grations there  were  evidently  none. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  later  he  was  standing 
a  little  apart,  superintending  the  operations 
from  a  distance,  when  a  figure  came  sud- 
denly rushing  towards  him,  and  Lady 
Eleanor  almost  flew  into  his  arms,  cling- 
ing to  him,  all  but  embracing  him  in  her 
vehemence. 

"  Colonel  Lawrence — John  !  help  me  ! 
For  God's  sake  help  me,"  she  moaned 
convulsively. 

''Elly!  Are  you  hurt?"  he  cried,  the 
old  name  so  long  disused  instinctively 
springing  to  his  lips  in  his  alarm. 

**  No,  no.  It  is  Jan !  She  is  lost.  I 
cannot  find  her.     God  help  me  !  " 

'*  Jan  lost  ?  impossible  !     Where  did  you 
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see  her  last  ?      She  is  with   some   of  the 
servants." 

''  No,  I  have  asked  them  alL  Peacock 
went  hack  to  try  and  get  my  dressing-case, 
findiDg  that  the  fire  did  not  seem  to  be 
gaining,  and  left  her  standing  there.  None 
of  the  others  were  responsible  for  her,  and 
she  ran  away  presently  as  they  thought  to 
join  her  father,  but  he  has  not  seen  her. 
Oh,  John,  speak  to  me !  tell  me  where 
she  can  be  ?  My  heart  is  bursting  with 
terror." 

''  Not  far  off,  you  may  be  sure.     Don't 
give  way.     Be  calm.     Be  like  yourself." 

"Oh,  I  cannot?  That  woman — I  am 
haunted  with  thoughts  of  my  little  Jan  in 
her  power.  She  detests  me,  and  would  do 
anything  to  spite  me.  But  we  are  losing 
time.  For  God's  sake  go,  go  !  Call  those 
people  together  and  offer  them  a  reward  ! 
offer  a  thousand  pounds !  anything  if  they 
will  find  her.  I  have  no  one  but  you.  Oh 
Jan  !    My  little  Jan  !  " 

"  Don't  terrify  yourscK  so.     Believe  me, 
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we  shall  find  her,"  he  said  confidently.     "  I 
pledge  you  my  word  that  we  shall." 

She  looked  up  at  him,  as  if  trying  to 
catch  hope  from  his  belief. 

"  You  really  think  so  ?  You  are  not 
saying  so  only  to  comfort  me?"  she  said 
earnestly. 

"  No,  I  am  sure  of  it.  Only  keep  calm 
till  I  come  back.  I  promise  not  to  do  so 
till  I  have  found  her." 

"  If  I  could  think  so !  Oh,  Jan,  my 
darling,  my  treasure,  my  little  comfort !  If 
God  would  have  let  me  die  first  ! "  she 
moaned. 

The  agonized  tone  sent  a  thrill  through 
her  hearer's  heart.  ''  Hush,  hush,  for  God's 
sake  keep  calm  !  "  he  cried.  "  Trust  me,  I 
will  bring  her  to  you.  You  are  trembling 
so  that  3'ou  can  hardly  stand.  Sit  down 
there.     Trust  me  !     You  may  indeed." 

He  placed  her  upon  one  of  the  garden 
seats,  and  broke  away,  every  nerve  tingling 
with  the  impassioned  clinging  of  her  hands. 
Though  he  had  abstained  from  letting  her 
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see  it,  his  fear  was  that  the  child  might 
have  strayed,  from  ignorance  or  curiosity, 
too  close  to  the  bm'ning  building,  and  have 
been  injured  by  the  falling  stones  or  beams. 
With  this  idea  he  carefully  made  the  circuit 
of  the  house,  examining  every  corner,  and 
entering  it  for  some  distance,  regardless  of 
the  volumes  of  smoke  which  now  penetrated 
every  portion  of  it.  He  met  some  of  the 
servants  from  time  to  time,  scouring  the 
place  in  all  directions  and  making  the  air 
ring  with  the  child's  name.  One  of  the 
men  whom  he  questioned  remembered 
having  last  seen  her  standing  upon  the  path 
which  led  from  the  hotel  to  the  sea.  His 
master  was  only  a  little  further  on  upon  the 
same  path,  and  he  had  therefore  concluded, 
he  said,  that  the  child  was  under  his  care. 

This  gave  a  new  direction  to  the  Colonel's 
thoughts,  and  he  went  down  to  the  shore 
and  carefully  retraced  all  his  steps  of  the 
previous  afternoon.  It  was  by  this  time 
beginning  to  get  light,  and  a  pale  glow  was 
breaking   over   the   sea,    against  which   he 
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could  distinguish  the  three  piers,  the  two 
further  ones  between  which  the  harbour  lay, 
and  a  smaller  one,  built  upon  light  wooden 
posts  and  destined  for  the  service  of  the 
bathers.  He  walked  to  the  end  of  this,  and 
carefully  examined  the  edge  of  the  shore 
in  both  directions.  Here  and  there  white 
bundles  of  foam  had  collected  in  the  pockets 
of  sand,  and  he  felt  a  sick  terror  of  at  any 
moment  seeing  a  little  face  looking  up  at 
him  from  the  midst  of  one  of  them ;  a  small 
white  face  with  grey  staring  eyes. 

He  spent  an  hour  or  more  in  the  search, 
while  the  sun  crept  gradually  up  from  be- 
hind the  mountains,  and  the  West  grew 
first  yellow  and  then  gold.  He  was  only 
half-dressed,  he  had  just  lost  everything  he 
had  with  him,  he  had  not  an  idea  where  he 
was  going  to  sleep  that  night,  but  still  he 
went  on  doggedly.  He  would  not  go  back, 
he  told  himself.  If  he  failed  to  find  the 
child,  the  police  —  if  such  functionaries 
existed  in  Viareggio — must  be  set  upon  the 
track.      He   would  scour   all  Europe,   but 
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he  would  find  her.  The  thout^ht  of  her 
mother's  face  haunted  him  incessantly. 
Rather  than  meet  it  without  her,  he  would 
never,  he  said  to  himself,  see  it  at  all  again. 
He  sought  at  first  hopefully,  then  wildly, 
despairingly,  as  the  wife  and  friends  of 
Shelley  sought  him  fifty  years  earlier  over 
the  same  ground.  It  was  light  enough  now 
to  see  everything  with  perfect  distinctness. 
A  pale  violet  mist  shrouded  the  lower  ridge 
of  the  hills,  and  against  this  pallid  back- 
ground the  black  smoke  from  the  burning 
house  rolled  away  southward  in  inky 
volumes.  By  this  time  alarm  was  begin- 
ning to  gain  possession  of  him.  If  in  the 
broad  daylight  the  child  continued  undis- 
covered, it  would  certainly  seem  as  if  some 
evil  chance  had  befallen  her.  An  intense 
longing  to  hear  the  sound  of  her  little  high- 
pitched  voice  haunted  him.  Ever  since  he 
had  known  little  Jan  he  had  been  fond  of 
her,  but  now  to  see  her  ahve  seemed  the 
one  thing  on  earth  he  craved — the  thing 
which  he  would  gladly  die  to  obtain. 
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He  was  turning  away  at  last,  his  heart 
like  lead  in  his  breast,  when  he  noticed 
that  the  door  of  one  of  the  hathiug-hoxes, 
already  mentioned,  was  slightly  ajar.  It 
seemed  unlikely  that  the  child,  in  the  dead 
of  night,  would  have  had  the  sense  to  seek 
out  so  safe  an  asylum  for  herself.  It  was 
too  near,  too  simple,  too  prosaically  satis- 
factory to  be  probable ;  still,  in  despair 
rather  than  hope,  he  pushed  the  door  open 
and  went  in. 

It  seemed  perfectly  empty,   and,  having 
looked  round  with  that  sinking  of  the  heart 
which  the  extinguishing  of  a  hope,  even  a 
foolish   one,   produces,   he   was    going   out 
again,  when  his  ear  caught  a  faint  sound 
from  behind  the  door.     He  turned  hastily 
round,    and   there — upon   a  heap   of  loose 
shavings  and  pieces  of  calico  swept  together 
by    the   workmen,    as    soundly    and    satis- 
factorily asleep  as  though  in  her  own  bed 
in   the   nursery — lay   the   cause   of  all   his 
trouble,  her  black   eyelashes  glued  to   her 
little  pale  cheeks,  her  small  mouth  even  in 
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sleep  keeping  its  pronounced  air  of  baby 
self-possession. 

The  poor  Colonel  uttered  something  very- 
like  a  howl  of  exultation.  Flinging  him- 
self beside  the  child,  he  caught  her  in  his 
arms  as  a  father  might  have  done,  and 
hugged  her  again  and  again  with  transport. 

As  usual,  Miss  Jan  took  the  situation  with 
extreme  composure. 

"  Mutht  I  get  up  ?  "  she  enquired,  rub- 
bing a  pair  of  sleepy  eyes,  and  exhibiting 
no  surprise  at  the  position  in  which  she 
found  herself. 

"  Get  up,  you  little  insensible  monster  ! 
why  w^here  do  you  imagine  j'ou  are  ?  Do 
you  know  that  poor  mother  is  breaking  her 
heart  about  her  little  Jan — that  she  thinks 
her  lost?" 

"I  cudn't  see  Muddie,   so  I   tum " 

Her  eyes  shut,  and  she  was  asleep  again. 

He  picked  her  up  as  he  might  have 
done  some  tiny  bundle,  and  rushed  with 
her  in  his  arms  up  the  slope.  No  one  was 
about.     The  Gathers'  servants  were  search- 
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ing  the  village,  a  false  report  having  directed 
attention  there.    The  rest  of  the  community, 
save  a  few  who  had  been  bribed  to  aid  in 
the   search,  were  still  collected  about   the 
smoking    building.       Stockingless,   hatless, 
the  child  like  a  log  in  his  arms,  the  Colonel 
hurried  on,  every  moment  an  hour  till  he 
could  put  her  into  her  mother's  arms.    Half- 
way to  what  had  yesterday  been  the  hotel, 
he  saw  Lady  Eleanor  coming  miserably  back 
from  her  last  unsuccessful  search.     Seeing 
him,  she  paused,  then  started  vehemently 
forward  with  a  cry.     She  had  not  gone  far, 
however,   before,  to  his  astonishment,   she 
paused  again  and  stood  as  if  glued  to  the 
spot,   her   eyes  riveted  upon  him   and  his 
burden,  her  cheek  blanching  as  though  she 
were  at  the  point  of  death.     Then,  without 
a  word  or  a  cry,  she  flung  out  her  arms, 
staggered  a  few  yards  forward,  and  before 
he    could    reach    her   fell    to    the    ground, 
and  lay    there,    apparently   without  life  or 
movement. 
Not  till  too  late  did  the  reason  dart  through 

VOL.  HI.  I 
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his  brain.  The  child  was  so  fast  asleep  that 
he  had  carried  her  at  full  length  as  he  might 
have  done  had  she  been  dead.  It  was  so 
much  the  simplest  way  that  it  had  never 
occurred  to  him  how  the  attitude  might  be 
misinterpreted. 

"  But  she  is  well !  she  is  alive  !  she  is  all 
right !  "  he  shouted  vehemently.  *'  Here, 
wake  up,  Jan,  show  yourself  to  mother!" 
he  shook  the  child  into  a  sitting  attitude 
with  unnecessary  violence  in  his  perturba- 
tion. "  Good  Lord,  what  a  fool  I  was  not 
to  think  of  it!  " 

They  had  reached  the  spot.  For  the 
second  time  that  morning  he  had  her  in  his 
arms.  After  a  momentary  agony  of  sleep- 
iness, Jan  seemed  to  realize  the  situation, 
and  threw  herself  upon  her  mother,  kissing, 
and  patting  her  cheek  again  and  again  with 
her  two  little  warm  hands.  From  the  first 
fainting-fit  of  her  life  Eleanor  Gathers  was 
roused  by  the  kisses  of  her  little  daughter. 
She  came  to  herself,  not  with  any  gradual 
struggle  into  consciousness,  but  with  a  glad 
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eager  rush  into  life,  all  the  woman  and 
mother  alive  and  awake  in  a  moment. 
Catching  the  child  in  her  arms,  she  held  her 
in  a  grasp  which  seemed  as  if  it  could  never 
be  unloosed,  which  had  in  it  something  of 
the  elemental  passion  of  all  motherhood. 
All  the  agonized  endurance  of  the  last  two 
hours,  all  the  unacknowledged  grief  of  years, 
the  whole  unexpressed  personality  of  the 
woman,  seemed  embodied  in  that  starving, 
idolizing  clutch  upon  the  little  lithe  body, 
which  on  its  side  clung  with  equal  tenacity. 
For  the  moment  mother  and  child  were  one  : 
joined  in  a  union  closer  than  any  mere 
material  contact. 

At  last  she  lifted  her  head  and  turned  to 
him.  Whether  there  was  a  pitying  response 
in  his  face  which  touched  afresh  the  fountain 
of  her  tears,  or  whether  it  was  merely  the 
after-effect  of  the  long  terror  and  fatigue, 
,  suddenly  her  overtaxed  nerves  gave  way,  and 
she  burst  into  a  passionate  sob. 

"  Oh,  John,  what  should  I  have  done  if 
you  had  not  been  here  ?    AU  my  life  you 
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have  been  helping  me  !     I  am  not  worth  it, 
I  am  not,  indeed  !  "  she  cried. 

The  broken  accents  gave  him  a  sense  of 
keen  unreasoning  happiness.  Poor  feUow, 
his  love,  you  see,  had  flourished  upon  such 
sorry  provender  !  Honesty  vindicated  itself, 
however. 

*' I  did  nothing,"  he  said  hastily.  "All 
the  rescuing  that  was  done  was  done  by  her- 
self. I  found  her  asleep  as  safely  as  if  she 
had  never  left  her  own  cot." 

She  seemed  hardly  to  hear.  Her  tears 
flowed  as  if  once  opened  there  was  no  limit 
to  that  reservoir  from  which  they  came. 
The  self-restraint,  the  stoicism,  the  settled 
calm  of  the  woman  had  broken  down.  The 
flood-gates  were  open  at  last.  She  seemed 
neither  to  know  where  she  was,  or  who  saw 
her.  The  need  for  relief  had  come.  For  the 
moment  it,  and  not  her  will,  was  the  master. 

He  stood  by,  silent  and  helpless ;  all  the 
love  of  his  life  in  his  honest  eyes,  but  not  a 
word  upon  his  tongue.  It  seemed  to  him 
that  he  understood  what  was  meant  by  that 
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flood ;  that  be  could  see,  as  it  were,  what 
was  being  carried  upon  its  waters.   The  girl's 
hopes ;    the  young  wife's    confidence ;    the 
slow  steep  descent  down  the  hill  of  disillu- 
sion ;  and   now  the   woman's   lot,   pricked 
through    and    through     with    a    thousand 
wounds,  each  worse  for  its  smallness  ;  more 
cruel  than  the  lot  of  many  a  woman  who 
earns    her    children's    bread    through   the 
pitiless  streets.     He  longed  to  the  degree  of 
pain  to  help  her ;  to  lift  the  burden,  if  it 
were  ever  so  little,  off  her  shoulders.     His 
heart   was   wrung  with   mingled  pity  and 
reverence  :  pity,  which  made  him  yearn  to 
gather  her  up  into  his  own  strong  arms  ; 
reverence,  which    made    him  forbear  from 
uttering  even  a  too-sympathetic  word.     The 
worst  was  that  though  he  believed  he  knew 
what  she  was  feehng,  he  was  not  sure.    There 
might  be  other  currents  with  which  his  own 
sympathy    would    be    at   most    a  doubtful 
ingredient.     He  had  that  bafHing  sense  of 
remoteness  and  aloofness  which  we  experi- 
ence  beside  all  sufferers,  especially  beside 
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those  whom  we  supremely  love ;  whose 
troubles  are  our  troubles,  yet  w^hich  we  are 
powerless  often  to  touch  by  so  much  as  the 
tip  of  one's  fingers.  She  was  not  at  all 
events  thinking  of  liim,  and  let  a  man  be 
never  so  generous,  there  is  a  sting  about 
that  reflection  which  adds  its  own  essentially 
private  acuteness  to  every  other.  What 
little  he  could  do  for  her  he  did  do.  He 
w^aited  patiently  beside  her  until  the  first 
strength  of  the  paroxysm  was  exhausted. 
Then  he  took  her  and  Jan  back  along  the 
sloping  Plage,  and  left  them,  with  an  en- 
treaty that  they  would  go  and  rest,  in  the 
judicious  hands  of  Mrs.  Peacock. 
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CHAPTEE  IV. 

The  most  serious  result  of  the  fire  proved 
to   be   its   effect    upon   Algernon    Gathers. 
When,  after  a  few  hours'  sleep  snatched  in 
an  arm-chair  of  the  hotel,  or  rather  fifth- 
rate  inn  to  which  they  had  migrated,  the 
Colonel  went  to  enquire  after  Lady  Eleanor, 
he  was  startled  to  find  her  standing  fully 
dressed  at  the  head  of  the  stairs,  her  white 
face  and   purple-lidded   eyes  showing   that 
she  had  not  even  tried  to  find  repose.     Her 
husband,   she   told    him,   had    been   seized 
with   violent    haemorrhage    about    an   hour 
before.     The  apothecary  of  the  village  was 
wdth  him,  and  she  had  telegraphed  to  their 
own  doctor  at  Mentone,  imploring  him  to 
come  without  delay,  and  was  momentarily 
expecting  his  answer. 
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*'He  has  had  attacks  like  this  before," 
she  said  ;  "  but  never,  I  thiuk,  so  bad.  The 
worst  is  that  there  seems  no  provision  for 
illness  here.  If  we  were  at  Spezia  or 
anywhere  where  Enghsh  medicines  are  to 
be  had,  it  wonld  make  all  the  difference.  I 
know  what  to  get,  but  they  seem  to  have 
nothing  here,  and  he  cannot  possibly  be 
moved  at  present." 

John  at  once  offered  to  start  off,  either  to 
Forence  or  Genoa,  and  bring  back  whatever 
was  required,  reproaching  himself  for  having 
slept  so  long.  The  suggestion  was  eagerly 
caught  at,  and  half  an  hour  afterwards  he 
departed  with  a  long  list  of  indispensables 
for  the  whole  party. 

There  was  so  much  to  do  that  he  found  it 
impossible  to  return  the  same  night,  and 
when  he  did  get  back,  he  found  that  Dr. 
Mulhgan  had  meantime  arrived.  He  more 
than  confirmed  the  view  that  Lady  Eleanor 
had  taken  of  her  husband's  attack,  and  at 
her  entreaty  agreed  to  remain  with  them ; 
the  Mentone  season  being  at  an  end,  and 
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Jhis  patients  dispersed,  he  was  free  to  afford 
the  time. 

He  was  a  genial  little  man,  ''very  Irish," 
his  friends  said,  and  an  old  friend  of  the 
Gathers.  This  statement,  by  the  way, 
requires  some  rectification.  Dr.  Mulligan's 
opinion  of  his  patient  not  being  much  more 
flattering  than  John  Lawrence's  own.  To 
make  up,  he  was  a  sworn  adorer  of  Lady 
Eleanor ;  had  been,  he  declared,  ever  since, 
a  little  girl  of  thirteen,  she  had  first  come 
to  Mentone  with  Lady  Mordaunt. 

If  Algernon  Gathers  was  difficult  to 
manage  while  he  was,  comparatively  speak- 
ing, well,  it  may  be  imagined  that  he  was 
not  less  so  now  that  he  was  prostrated.  A 
sick  man  has  privileges,  but  even  a  sick 
man  may  exceed  them.  Dr.  Mulhgan  used 
to  come  raging  into  the  room  where  John 
Lawrence  sat  dawdling  over  a  newspaper, 
and  perform  a  sort  of  jig  or  war-dance  to 
work  off  the  steam  of  his  indignation. 
Mile.  Kiaz  had  happily  disappeared,  to  all 
appearance,  into  air,  for  nothing  had  been 
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heard  of  her  since  the  night  of  the  fire. 
Another  comfort  was  that  the  landlord  of 
their  inn  proved  to  be  a  person  of  some 
resource,  and  under  the  stimulus  of  carte 
blanche  did  wonders  in  the  way  of  improving 
the  comfort  of  the  party.  Some  alleviation 
was  certainly  needed,  for  Algernon  Gathers 
left  little  to  be  desired  in  the  way  of 
increasing  difficulties.  He  refused  to  have 
a  nurse,  or  to  allow  any  of  the  servants  to 
attend  him,  so  that  all  attendance  fell  upon 
the  doctor  and  Lady  Eleanor.  To  make 
matters  worse,  his  chronic  but  usually 
suppressed  irritation  against  his  wife 
seemed  to  have  suddenly  risen  to  the  point 
of  acuteness.  He  could  not  refuse  her  help, 
for  he  was  wholly  dependent  upon  her. 
She  supported  him  for  hours  ;  fanned  him 
to  sleep  ;  read  to  him  when  he  was  disposed 
to  listen ;  put  aside  all  other  occupations, 
refusing  even  Jan's  company,  in  order  to 
concentrate  herself  upon  him.  Nothing, 
however,  seemed  of  any  avail.  It  was  as 
if    some   lurking    animosity  had   suddenly 
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sprung  into  venomous  life  :  his  reception  of 
her,  his  tone,  his  very  looks  being  marked 
hy  a  bitterness  which  startled  even  those 
who,  like  Dr.  Mulligan,  were  not  prepared 
to  expect  any  marked  consideration  in  that 
du-ection. 

Lady  Eleanor  herself  took  it  very  quietly ; 
quite,  indeed,  as  a  matter  of  course.  In 
the  largeness  of  his  unoccupied  leisure  John 
Lawrence's  thoughts  wandered  a  good  deal 
round  the  subject  of  her  point  of  view, 
round  the  secret  of  that  matchless  en- 
durance of  hers.  Did  she  fix  her  mind  so 
exclusively  upon  the  fact  of  her  husband's 
physical  condition  that  everything  else 
became,  as  it  were,  a  detail,  a  mere 
symptom,  more  or  less  acute,  but  devoid 
of  any  personal  bearing  ? 

Meanwhile  she  seemed  to  him  to  be 
visibly  growing  paler  and  more  shadowy ; 
lost  appetite,  and  failed  to  sleep,  even  when 
she  allowed  herself  time  to  do  so.  Dr. 
Mulligan  professed  alarm.  Her  constitu- 
sion,  he  owned,  was  magnificent,  but  there 
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is  a  point  beyond  which  even  a  magnificent 
constitution  decHnes  to  be  pushed.  One 
day  John  Lawrence  ventured  to  remonstrate. 
He  didn't  know  if  she  was  aware  of  it,  he 
said,  but  she  was  wearing  herself  to  death, 
any  one  could  see  it.  She  ought,  if  only 
for  her  children's  sake,  to  let  the  servants 
do  what  they  could.  What  object  was  there 
in  killing  herself? 

She  cut  his  remonstrance  short  at  the 
first  word,  with  a  peremptoriness  new  to 
their  intercourse. 

"  You  don't  understand  !  They  could  do 
nothing — absolutely  nothing !  "  she  ex- 
claimed impatiently.  "  Only  people  who 
have  either  themselves  highly-strung  tem- 
peraments, or  who  have  lived  with  those 
that  have,  can  understand  the  suffering 
which  any  jar,  the  slightest  possible  care- 
lessness, entails.  People  with  ordinary 
nerves,  people  who  are  always  well  and 
strong,  cannot  be  expected  to  understand. 
I  don't  suppose  you  can  even  imagine  how 
Algernon   feels.     I   shouldn't   myself,    only 
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that  I  have  been  studying  him  so  long.  It 
is  ridiculous  to  try  and  judge  other  people 
by  our  own  utterly  different  sensations. 
As  ridiculous  as  it  would  be  for  a  horse  or 
a  dog  to  pretend  to  understand  the  feelings 
of  a  bird.     How  could  they  ?  " 

John  Lawrence  felt  snubbed.  He  was 
not  conscious  of  such  an  outrageous  degree 
of  robustness  as  to  be  utterly  debarred  from 
understanding  how  more  sensitive  natures 
feel.  He  felt  aggrieved  too,  as  we  all  do,  at 
being  relegated  to  a  condition  of  brutal 
healthfulness,  put  into  the  category  of  those 
stolid  ones  who  are  unable  to  understand 
the  very  alphabet  of  the  pangs  which  more 
sensitive  spirits  endure  from  the  fetters  of 
the  flesh.  "Why  must  Algernon  Gathers 
monopolise  all  the  sensitiveness  as  well  as 
all  the  care  ?  "  he  said  to  himself  irritably. 

Lady  Eleanor  had  gone  back  to  her 
husband's  room,  after  that  crushing  rejoin- 
der about  the  Colonel's  healtlifulness,  so 
that  he  was  left  with  the  uncomfortable 
impression  of  having  displeased  her,  without 
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being  able  to  say  bow  or  wby.  Tbat  tbere 
was  sometbing  penitential  in  tbe  outburst 
be  bad  a  pretty  clear  notion,  tbougb  like 
young  Mordaunt  be  felt  puzzled  bow  tbe 
need  for  sucb  a  sentiment  could  bave 
arisen  even  in  tbe  most  wifely  breast.  He 
understood,  in  sbort,  more  tban  be  bad 
done  at  first,  but  be  was  a  long  way  still 
from  understanding  tbat  tbe  mere  fact  of 
cbange  brings  witb  it  to  some  minds  a  sense 
of  treason  :  tbat  tbe  descent  from  a  love 
tbat  knows  no  flaw,  to  first  unwilling 
criticism,  and  finally  a  woeful  open-eyed 
vision,  is  a  pain  beside  wbicb  any  otber 
pain  is,  to  natures  like  Eleanor  Catbers',  a 
kind  of  gladness. 

He  bad  not  many  opportunities  for  ascer- 
taining tbis  or  anytbing  else  just  tben,  for 
tbey  bardly  ever  met.  Wby  be  remained 
on  be  could  not  imagine,  except  tbat  baving 
stayed  so  long  it  seemed  ridiculous  to  go 
now.  He  miglit  be  wanted,  be  said  to 
bimself!  His  principal  occupation  was  to 
wander  along  tbe  sbore,  sometimes  alone, 
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sometimes  in  company  with  Jan.  That 
self-rehant  small  personage  was  a  great 
resource,  and  helped  to  tide  over  many- 
otherwise  unendurable  hours.  Her  reason- 
ableness was  really  extraordinary,  indeed 
if  all  children  were  like  her  the  rights  of  the 
citizen  might,  it  seemed  to  him,  fairly  date 
— as  some  theorists  hold  that  it  ought — 
from  the  mature  age  of  five. 

In  the  end,  his  stay  at  Viareggio  was 
brought  to  a  sudden  close.  One  morning 
he  received  a  message  from  Lady  Eleanor 
asking  him  to  go  to  their  sitting-room  with 
as  little  delay  as  possible.  When  he  did  so 
she  silently  put  a  telegram  into  his  hands. 
It  was  very  short,  and  worded  like  most  of 
its  species  with  maddening  indefiniteness, 
but  the  upshot  was  sufficiently  clear.  Lady 
Mordaunt  was  ill;  had  been  seized  with  a 
sudden  attack ;  kind  unspecified. 

He  looked  up  at  her,  and  her  eyes  met 
his  with  a  glance  of  despair.  "  What  are 
we  to  do  ?  "  she  said.  "  If  only  I  could  go 
— but  it  is  impossible.     Algernon  could  not 
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be  left  for  a  day,  and  to  get  there  and  back 
one  would  require  a  week  at  least.  What 
can  it  be  ?  Slie  was  perfectly  well  when  she 
wrote  last.  At  least  she  seemed  to  be,  but 
then  she  is  so  unselfish,  she  would  be  sure 
to  put  the  best  face  on  anything  for  fear  of 
alarming  me.  Can  it — do  you  think  they 
can  mean  a  stroke  ?  That  is  what  I  fear 
most." 

He  shook  his  head.  "It  is  difficult  to 
say.  It  might  be  anything,  judging  by 
that  thing !  "  touching  the  telegram  with 
an  indignant  finger.  "  At  any  rate  we  shall 
have  no  peace  till  we  know  the  truth. 
There  is  a  train  to  Genoa  at  four,  and  I  can 
catch  the  through  mail  to  Paris.  I  would 
have  gone  before  only —  "  he  left  his 
sentence  unfinished. 

*'  Only  that  we — I  kept  you,"  she  said 
self-reproachfully.  "Yes,  and  it  would 
have  been  such  an  enjoyment  to  her  to 
have  had  you,  and  now,  perhaps  it  is  too —  " 
She  also  did  not  finish  her  sentence. 

"  One  is  so  horribly  selfish,"  she  went  on 
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after  a  minute,  "  sometimes  one  catches  a 
glimpse  of  it,  and  it  frightens  one.  One's 
own  Httle  troubles  fill  the  whole  horizon 
until  nothing  else  seems  to  matter." 

"  I  don't  think  your  troubles  are  so 
particularly  little,"  he  answered. 

"  I  have  not  been  as  good  to  her — to  my 
grandmother — as  I  ought  to  have  been," 
she  went  on  unheedingly.  "  We  got  astray 
in  our  sympathies  once,  and  it  has  never 
been  right  between  us  since.  And  yet  I 
love  her — more  than  I  can  say — she  has 
always  stood  to  me  as  the  type  of  all  that  is 
truest,  best,  strongest :  she  would  never 
have  done  anything  that  she  could  reproach 
herself  with." 

"  She  loves  you  better  than  anything  in 
the  world,  of  that  you  may  be  sure,"  he  an- 
swered quickly.    "  She  has  always  done  so." 

"  I  know.  I  believe  it.  She  is  fond  of 
you,  too,  fonder  I  think, — though  it  seems 
wrong  to  say  so — than  of  my  father.  Yes, 
yes,  you  must  go,  there  can  be  no  question 
about  it.     Oh,  if  only  I  could  !  " 

YOL.  111.  K 
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He  lost  no  time,  but   started  tlie  same 
afternoon,    arriving   the   following    one    at 
Paris,    and    the     morning    after    that     in 
London.     There  he  went  to  the  Helvers- 
dales'  house  to  ask  for  the  latest  news,  and 
heard  that  Lord  Helversdale  had  gone  down 
to   Devonshire    immediately  upon    receipt 
of  the  tidings.     The  intelligence  made  him 
feel    slightly    uncomfortable,    though    ob- 
viously he    could    have   expected   nothing 
else.     His  own   relations  with   Lady  Mor- 
daunt  had  always  been  so  close,  even  when 
they    were,     geographically    speaking,    far 
apart,  that  he  found  it  difficult  at  times  to 
realize  that  there  was  not  in  point  of  fact 
a  drop  of  blood  between  them.     Might  not 
his  hurrying  to  the  spot  at  the  first  news  of 
her  illness   seem  to  her   son  an  intrusion, 
the  more  so  as  she  w^ould  not  be  able,  pro- 
bably, to  give  expression  to  her  own  wishes. 
Happily,  there   was    always   his  owm   little 
Colt's  Head  cottage  at  hand,  whose  neigh- 
bourhood gave  a  justification  to  his  sudden 
appearance. 
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He  was  too  anxious  to  go  there  in  the 
first  instance,  so  hired  a  fly  at  the  station, 
and  drove  to  Mordaunt,  stopping  the  vehicle 
in  the  avenue,  and  sending  it  on  to  Colt's 
Head  with  his  luggage. 

The  door  was  opened  to  him  by  old 
Crockett,  who  almost  burst  into  tears  of 
joy  at  the  sight  of  him. 

The  ''  Oh  Major  !  "  and  the  "  How  is  she, 
Crockett  ?  "  came  together. 

"No  worse,  thank  God!  The  women 
say  better,  but  I  don't  go  by  tliem.  My 
lord  came  two  nights  ago." 

''Yes,  I  know." 

He  was  stepping  into  the  house  as 
naturally  as  a  son  might  have  done,  but 
at  this  intimation  stopped  and  hesitated. 
If  Lord  Helversdale  was  there,  what 
occasion  was  there  for  any  one  else  ?  What 
claim  had  he  to  do  more  than  inquire  at 
the  door  like  any  other  stranger  ? 

But  Crockett,  who  had  expected  him  to 
go  in,  was  not  prepared  to  see  him  depart 
in  this  summary  fashion. 
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II 


I'll  let  my  lord  know  you're  here, 
Major.  He  is  only  in  her  ladyship's 
sitting-room." 

"  No,  better  not,"  he  said  hastily.  "  I — 
I  only  called  to  inquire.  I'll  come  back  to- 
morrow.    Don't  disturb  him." 

He  lingered  however,  loath  to  turn  his 
back. 

"  Do  you  know  what  the  doctors  think  as 
to  how  the  attack  originated,  Crockett  ?  " 
he  inquired. 

"  Well,  sir,  I  sJiould  know,  for  I  was  there 
at  the  time  and  heard.  It  were  a  slight 
stroke,  that's  what  the  doctor  said.  A  very 
slight  stroke,  mind  you,  in  fact,  except 
to  yourself,  which  is  as  good  as  one  of  the 
famity,  I  shouldn't  let  on  as  it  were  a  stroke 
at  all.  Her  ladyship  were  as  usual  of 
Tuesday,  and  on  the  Wednesday  morning — 
that  is  last  Wednesday — she  were  a  coming 
down  the  stairs  after  breakfast,  and  I  was  a 
waiting  for  her  at  the  bottom,  when  all  of  a 
sudden  she  says,  '  Come  here,  Crockett ' — 
just  as  quiet  as  I'm  a-speaking  to  you,  sir, 
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not  a  bit  of  screaming — her  ladyship  isn't 
that  sort,  not  if  it  was  ever  so.  So  I  run 
up  as  quick  as  I  could,  and  she  were  stand- 
ing and  holding  on  by  the  banisters — a 
thing  she  never  done  when  she  was  well. 
And,  '  Crockett,  take  hold  of  my  arm,  says 
she.  '  Not  that  one,  you  stupid  old  man ' — 
for  I  was  a  going  to  take  her  by  the  right 
hand.  '  Here,  this  other ! ' — just  hke  that — 
sharp  and  natural,  you  know,  Major.  So  I 
helps  her  down  to  the  next  flat,  and  by  that 
time  her  own  woman,  Mrs.  Mason,  had 
come  running  from  the  top  of  the  house, 
and  she  just  sat  in  the  chair  I  put  for  her, 
and  trembled  a  little,  and  her  mouth,  I 
noticed,  give  a  little  twitch  of  the  right  side 
like  this.  And  then,  '  Send  for  Doctor 
Ducket,'  says  her  ladyship,  and  after  that 
not  another  word  till  the  doctor  come.  But 
she  has  been  talking  the  last  two  days,  Mrs. 
Mason  says,  almost  as  well  as  ever.  She 
seen  my  lord  yesterday." 

"  Yes,  I  heard  in  London  he  had  come 
down.     I  suppose  there's  nothing  I  can  do, 
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is  there,  Crockett  ?  "  the  Colonel  said  wist- 
fully, reluctant  to  leave,  though  resolute  not 
to  go  in. 

''  Well,  sir,  as  to  doing,  I  don't  know. 
Doctor  Ducket,  he  does  be  here  every  day, 
and  most  of  the  day  too ;  very  attentive  he 
is  I  will  say,  though  too  young,  in  my  humble 
opinion,  for  a  doctor,  at  least  for  ladies  like 
her  ladyship.  He  have  sent  in  a  nurse 
from  the  institootion — convalescent  hospital 
they  calls  it,  at  Pinkerton — a  starchy,  high- 
churchy  body  with  a  white  cap  and  a  pinbe- 
fore,  but  a  well-mannered  young  person 
enough.  And  then  there's  we,"  Crockett 
added,  with  a  sense  that  this  said,  every- 
thing was  said  that  any  one  could  possibly 
desire.  "  There's  Mrs.  Mason,  too,  and  the 
other  women  servants  in  course,"  he  went 
on  in  a  tone  suitable  to  the  descent,  "and 
now  there's  my  lord." 

"  I  see.  Well,  I  shall  be  at  hand, 
Crockett.  I  shall  be  at  Colt's  Head  for 
the  present,  so  if  there  is  any  question  of 
Lady  Mordaunt's  liking  to   see   me   you'll 
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send  over  at  once,  won't  you  ?     I'll  be  here 
to-morrow,  in  any  case.     Good  day." 

He  walked  back  slowly  along  the  well- 
known  track,  once  so  familiar  to  his  feet, 
now   long    untrodden    by  them.      It    had 
altered  wonderfully  httle.     The  trees  in  the 
park  looked  just  as  dilapidated,  the  stretches 
of  bracken  the  same,  or  only  a  little  larger. 
Outside  the  lodge  gates,  the  small  details 
of  field  and  copse  were  unchanged.     There 
were   pale-green  oats  beginning  to  rise  in 
the  field  edged  with  alders,  which  in  his 
time  had  always  been  dedicated  to  potatoes. 
The  hedges,  too,  were  perhaps  more  closely 
pared  than  formerly,  showing  that  the  agri- 
cultural schoolmaster  was  abroad  even  in 
this  Ultima  Thule  of  husbandry,  but  that 
was  about  all. 

He  had  left  the  park,  and  had  begun  to 
mount  the  hill  which  led  to  his  own  abode, 
when — almost  before  he  was  prepared  for  it 
— there  burst  upon  him  over  the  nearest 
headland  a  sudden  sweep  of  Atlantic — grey, 
white-crested,  illimitable.      He  caught  his 
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breath  as  if  he  had  seen  a  ghost !  All  the 
old  excitement,  all  the  old  spontaneous  thrill 
came  back,  as  ghosts  come  back  to  their 
former  homes.  To  him  the  vision  meant 
more  than  to  most  people,  even  of  those 
who  love  it  best.  Every  hope,  ambition, 
dream  of  his  whole  youth  seemed  to  be 
entangled  in  that  sweep  of  grey  hollows 
and  dancing  summits.  He  had  turned  his 
back  upon  them  and  given  himself  up  to 
other  work,  but  the  old  hankering  was 
still  ahve  and  keen,  keen  as  first  love,  not 
to  be  obliterated  by  any  length  of  sober 
domesticity. 

A  little  of  that  proprietary  discomfort 
which  to  many  an  indifferently  endowed 
landowner  is  the  most  famihar  of  mental 
states,  awoke  when  he  reached  the  tri- 
angular bit  "of  earth  which  called  him  lord, 
and  saw  its  stone-bestrewn  surface,  thistle- 
grown  grass,  and  dilapidated  fences,  signs 
and  symptoms  of  a  master's  absence.  It 
was  not  a  very  acute  sensation,  for  the  spot 
was   too  small   and  inherently  desolate  to 
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admit  of  much  proprietorial  vanity,  and 
therefore  of  its  converse.  The  principal 
impression  was  a  certain  self-reproach  as 
regards  his  uncle.  It  seemed  a  lack  of 
respect  to  that  worthy  tar's  memory  to 
allow  his  bequest  to  get  more  dilapidated 
and  sea-washed  than  was  inevitable. 

The  smile,  half-derisive,  half  affectionate, 
of  a  man  who  has  seen  many  lands  and 
inhabited  many  houses  rose  to  his  lips  as  he 
entered  the  diminutive  abode,  and  walked 
round  its  tiny  rooms,  with  their  ridiculous 
Buggestiveness  of  being  upon  the  water 
rather  than  dry  land ;  a  lightship,  hooked 
to  a  rock,  incapable  of  going  to  sea,  yet 
with  all  the  disabilities  and  inconveniences 
incident  to  a  seafaring  existence. 

His  former  retainer,  Phil  Judd,  had  long 
gone  the  way  of  all  flesh,  however  seasoned, 
and  his  place  was  imperfectly  filled  by  a 
one-armed  and  wooden-faced  pensioner, 
who,  with  his  wife,  had  been  put  in  to  take 
care  of  the  cottage,  dust  the  furniture, 
and  rub  off  the  sea-rust,  which  accrued  to 
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every  fragment  of  its  ironwork.  That  this 
duty  had  been  inefficiently  performed  was 
evident  from  tlie  rusty,  brine-saturated 
condition  of  everything  touchable  and 
smellable.  The  Colonel  did  not  waste  time 
in  remonstrating,  however.  The  pensioner 
was  a  stop-gap,  and  it  is  not  in  the  nature 
of  stop-gaps  to  be  particularly  efficient.  He 
contented  himself  with  escaping  from  his 
society  as  speedily  as  might  be,  after  bolt- 
ing down  an  impossible  mutton-chop,  half 
cinders,  half  raw  meat,  prepared  for  him  by 
the  wife. 

He  spent  the  afternoon  in  wandering 
about  his  old  haunts,  first  clambering  down, 
with  a  boyish  sense  of  adventure,  the  nearly 
perpendicular  bit  of  cliff  below  the  house,  a 
familiar  short  cut,  which  had  been  a  daily 
excitement  in  his  own  early  days,  and  one 
which  Elly  Mordaunt  too  had  delighted  in. 
It  was  extraordinary  how  vividly  present 
she  was  to  him — as  much  so  it  seemed  as 
though  she  were  walking  and  breathing 
beside   him — not  Lady  Eleanor,  but   little 
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EUy  Mordannt  at  twelve  years  old — Elly, 
with  her  hair  blown  backward  in  a  dense 
brown  tangle — Elly,  with  big  eyes  fixed 
inquiringly,  eagerly,  disapprovingly  upon 
his  face — Elly,  scrambling  down  break- 
neck places  like  a  goat — Elly,  with  shoes 
and  stockings  off,  paddling  in  the  sea ! 
There  w-ere  a  hundred  Ellys,  each  more 
vivid,  more  life-hke,  more  forcibly  present 
to  his  vision  than  that  sad-faced  woman 
Lady  Eleanor  Gathers,  whom  he  had  parted 
with  at  Viareggio  three  days  before.  Lady 
Mordaunt,  too.  The  one  idea  of  necessity 
called  up  the  other.  How  good  she  had 
always  been  to  him !  how  tender,  helpful, 
motherly !  He  began  to  think  that  he  had 
been  a  fool  in  turning  away  without  making 
sure  whether  she  might  not  have  been 
willing  to  see  him.  What  was  Lord  Hel- 
versdale  that  he  should  hesitate  on  his 
account  ?  He  would  go  again  he  resolved, 
and  if  she  were  willing  to  see  him,  see  her 
he  would,  if  twenty  sons  were  in  the  way. 
He    was    actually    starting    the    following 
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morning  when  a  messenger  appeared  on 
horseback.  Lady  Mordaunt  had  heard  of 
his  being  in  the  neighbom-hood,  and  was 
anxious  to  see  him.  He  sent  w^ord  that  he 
would  be  with  her  without  delay,  and  set 
out  at  once. 
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CHAPTEE  V. 

He  was  expected.  Crockett  had  the  door 
open  before  there  was  tirae  for  him  to  ring, 
and  motioned  him  to  enter,  with  the  air  of 
one  receiving  an  ambassador  whose  cre- 
dentials have  been  inspected  and  approved. 

He  had  not  been  long  in  the  sitting-room 
before  the  door  opened,  and  Lady  Mor- 
daunt's  maid,  who,  Hke  Crockett,  had  been 
with  her  from  time  immemorial,  entered 
and  begged  him  to  come  upstairs.  Her 
mistress  was  better,  she  said,  but  still  very 
weak;  the  doctor  particularly  desired  that 
she  should  not  excite  or  overtire  herself. 

Lady  Mordaunt  was  not  in  bed,  as  he 
expected  to  find  her,  but  lying  upon  a  large 
chintz- covered  sofa,  drawn  near  enough  to 
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the  window  to  enable  her  to  look  out  at  the 
park.  Her  face  was  in  this  direction  when 
he  came  in,  but  she  turned  it  to  him  in- 
stantly, the  old  kindly,  whimsical,  queenly 
face.  She  gave  him  her  hand,  the  left  one  ; 
the  other,  he  noticed,  being  wrapped  in  a 
shawl. 

"Well,  John.  So  this  is  really  John  at 
last !  It  was  necessary  for  me  to  die  though 
in  order  to  bring  you,  you  heartless  John," 
she  said  smiling. 

"  Don't  say  that.  You  are  better  ?  " 
"  Yes,  I  am  better.  I  am  back,  that  is  to 
say  a  few  inches.  I  shall  slip  over  the  edge 
before  very  long,  but  it  will  not  be  to-day 
or  to-morrow."  She  paused,  and  again 
glanced  out  of  the  window  at  the  small 
leaves  unfolding  themselves  upon  an  elm- 
tree  ;  at  the  rooks  flying  low  over  the 
grass ;  at  the  great  clouds  floating  like 
white-sailed  galleons  to  the  west.  The 
window  was  high  enough  to  catch  a  glimpse 
of  the  sea,  and  it  was  towards  it  her  eyes 
turned.     A  violet  shadow  was  careering  to- 
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wards  them,  swallowing  up  the  hght  before 
it.      "A   good   old   world,    isn't  it?"    she 
said,  as  her  eyes  reverted  to  his.     "  One's 
imagination    refuses    to     picture    a    much 
better   one — outwardly  that  is,   the   inside 
mechanism    might,    I   own,    be    improved. 
Now  tell   me    about    those   you   have  left. 
And  first  about  Eleanor's  husband.     He  is 
really  very  ill  this  time,  is  he  not  ?  " 
"  Very,"  he  answered  gravely. 
"  Do  they  think  he  will  die  ?  " 
"  Yes,  I  am  sure  they  do.     Doctor  Mul- 
ligan has  not    said  so   to  me  in  so   many 
words,   but    I    can   see    that   he   does   not 
expect  him  ever  really  to  raUy." 

She  was  silent,  and  her  eyes  wandered 
back  to  the  window  and  the  sea.  Presently 
they  fixed  themselves  afresh  upon  the 
visitor  with  a  certain  solemnity. 

"  So  much  the  better,  John,"  she  said 
gravely. 

He  started  slightly.  The  sentiment  is 
always  startling,  the  more  so,  perhaps,  if 
you  are  aware  that  you  echo  it. 
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Lady  Mordaunt  went  on  without  heeding  : 
"  That  marriage  turned  out  even  worse  than 
we  anticipated,"  she  said  slowly.  "  And 
goodness  knows,  we  were  not  too  confident 
John,  were  we  ?  " 

''No,"  he  said  gravely.  Then — "Lady 
Eleanor  has  never  uttered  a  syllable  of  com- 
plaint," he  added. 

Her  grandmother  smiled.  "  Did  you 
suppose  she  would  ?  She  has  never  done 
so  even  to  me.  Facts,  however,  have 
spoken.  Do  you  know  that  she  was  once 
within  an  ace  of  leaving  him?  "  she  added 
suddenly. 

"No?  When?"  both  words  came  in  a 
breath. 

"About  a  year  ago.  Things  had  been 
going  from  bad  to  worse ;  he  has  absolutely 
no  principles,  or  rather  he  has,  for  he  makes 
a  principle  of  having  none.  At  last  some- 
thing came  out  —  the  man  is  dying,  you 
say,  so  there  is  no  need  to  go  over  it,  but 
it  was  a  bad  case,  you  may  take  my  word 
for  it.     Even  Helversdale,  who  is  the  last 
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man  to  provide  materials  for  gossip,  said 
that  it  was  beyond  standing,  that  she  must 
leave  him.  Everything  was  on  the  point 
of  being  arranged ;  she  was  staying  with 
me  in  a  little  house  I  had  taken  in  Brook 
Street  when " 

"Well?"  he  asked  breathlessly,  for  she 
paused. 

"  Well,  it  came  to  her  ears,  I  don't  know 
how,  that  he  was  worse  than  the  doctors 
had  given  her  to  understand.  That  some 
crisis  in  his  illness  was  imminent.  She 
went  off  straight  to  Sir  Jonah  Bates,  and 
insisted  upon  his  telling  her  the  truth. 
Apparently  the  truth  was  emphatic,  for  she 
at  once  gave  up  all  idea  of  insistiog  upon 
a  separation  ;  flung  self-respect,  everything 
else  you  like  to  mention,  to  the  four  winds 
of  heaven  ;  returned  to  him  the  same  even- 
ing, and  has  devoted  herself  to  him  as  you 
know  ever  since." 

"  And  he  received  her.     How  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  he  received  her  T^dth  all  amiability  I 
have  no  doubt !    He  forgave  her,  and  looked 

VOL.  III.  L 
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over  lier  conduct !  it  was  more  convenient 
to  do  so.  She  is  Lady  Eleanor  Gathers  ; 
she  is  an  excellent  nurse — really  a  scientific 
one — she  is  the  finest  piece  of  property, 
beyond  all  question,  he  possesses.  Further 
than  that  he  cares  for  her — quite  as  much 
as  he  cares  for  any  one  else  in  the  world." 

Another  question  was  trembhng  upon 
John's  lips. 

"And  she  —  do  you  know?  —  do  you 
think?  .   .   .  ." 

"  Does  she  care  for  him  still,  do  you 
mean  ?  " 

"Yes." 

She  spread  out  her  hand,  back  down- 
wards, an  old  gesture  of  hers.  "  I  wish  I 
knew,  I  wish  I  could  tell  you.  It  is  one  of 
the  impenetrable  mysteries.  Sometimes  I 
think  she  does,  and  then  again  I  say  to 
myself  no,  it  is  duty,  terror  of  self-reproach, 
anything  else  you  like.  She  Jcnows  him  at 
any  rate  ;  from  the  top  of  his  head,  even  to 
the  sole  of  his  foot.  There  are  no  illusions. 
For  the  first  two  or  three  years  it  was  one 
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perpetual  descent  from  illusion  to  illusion. 
My  poor  Elly  !  Do  you  know  there  is  an 
expression  at  times  in  her  face  that  frightens 
me.  It  is  as  if  she  had  looked  into  an 
abyss,  and  seen  something  there  that 
appalled  her,  a  sort  of  scared  look. 

The  door  opened  cautiously,  and  Mrs. 
Mason's  anxious  face  appeared. 

The  Colonel  took  the  hint  and  rose. 

"  I  may  come  again,  may  I  not  ?  "  he  said. 

"  You  may  come  whenever  you  like. 
Must  you  go?  " 

"  I  think  I  had  better.  I  oughtn't  to  let 
you  tire  yourself,  you  know." 

"Oh  as  for  that  you  may  put  that  out 
of  your  head.  Talking  to  a  friend  is  not 
what  does  me  harm.  If  it  had  been  I 
should  never  have  been  ill." 

"  Still  I  think  I  had  better  go." 

He  went,  getting  out  of  tlie  house  with- 
out seeing  any  one  else.  His  nerves  were 
tinghng.  He  too  felt  as  if  ho  had  been 
peering  into  an  abyss  !  "  What  a  fate  ! 
My  God,  what  a  fate  !  "  he  said  to  himsell", 
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as  he  strode  through  the  park  and  over  the 
ridge,  taking  the  short  cut  which  led  along 
the  shore.  Why  had  it  come  to  her  of  all 
people?  The  man  might  die — nay  would 
die — hut  even  that  would  not  change  it. 
Heaven  itself  could  not  enable  her — not  in 
a  million  of  years — to  cease  to  have  been 
his  wife.  That  fate,  once  hers,  was  hers 
for  ever ! 

He  sat  up  late  that  night  in  his  grim 
little  study.  There  was  nothing  to  keep 
him  up,  which  was,  perhaps,  the  reason  why- 
he  stayed.  He  was  not  sleepy,  though  it 
was  past  one  o'clock.  Lady  Mordaunt's 
story  haunted  him.  There  was  something 
new  and  electric  in  the  situation,  something 
which  he  had  never  perceived  before.  He 
felt  like  one  whose  eyes  have  been  couched ; 
there  was  even  too  much  light  now,  it  was 
dazzling !  He  got  up  from  his  chair  and 
went  to  the  window,  pushing  it  widely  open. 
Then  stood,  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  look- 
ing ont  over  the  silent  sea. 

The  house  was  so  minute,  the  surround- 
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ing  expanse  so  vast,  that  it  was  like  being 
in  a  cloud  or  a  balloon — a  mere  speck  amid 
the  untravelled  worlds  of  space.  Every 
now  and  then  came  a  faint  sobbing  throb, 
in  which  the  boards  under  his  feet  seemed 
to  partake,  though  the  night  was  dead  calm. 
A  moon  was  getting  up,  but  it  did  not  as 
yet  illuminate  the  monotone  of  grey,  save 
where  from  time  to  time  a  steely  glitter 
caught  upon  one  of  the  low  crestless  curves, 
slipping  off  the  edge  again  and  becoming 
quickly  quenched  in  the  smTounding  dark- 
ness. He  could  see  the  big  tree-mallows — 
the  nearest  approach  to  a  tree  in  the  im- 
mediate neighbourhood — their  palmated 
leaves  spread  like  large  black  hands  against 
the  void,  and  further  on  a  few  bleached 
stalks  rising  in  a  crooked  and  attenuated 
procession  upon  the  actual  brink. 

Whether  it  was  due  to  something  in  the 
character  of  the  night,  or  to  the  singular 
silence  and  isolation  of  the  scene,  httle 
by  Httle  his  restlessness  increased  until  it 
became  intolerable.     He   paced  the  room 
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backwards  and  forwards,  sat  down  and  got 
up  again,  but  could  not  get  rid  of  it.  All 
at  once,  too,  there  arose  in  his  mind  a  sense 
of  struggle — he  could  not  tell  where — a  cry 
— a  plea  for  help — which  seemed  to  thrill 
the  air  with  its  piteous  appeal.  He  stood 
still,  incredulous,  angry,  wrestling  with  the 
folly  of  the  fancy.  It  increased,  however, 
more  and  more  until  it  seemed  to  ring  like 
brazen  bells  around  him.  It  was  a  call  for 
help,  of  that  he  felt  sure,  but  a  call  from 
whom,  from  where  ?  There  was  not  a  sail 
in  sight,  and,  if  there  had  been,  who  could 
want  help  upon  such  a  night  and  on  such  a 
sea? 

He  flung  the  window  further  up,  and 
leaning  over  the  sill,  listened  to  hear  if 
there  was  any  sound.  But  there  was 
nothing.  He  went  to  the  head  of  the 
staircase  and  listened  again.  He  could 
hear  the  snoring  of  pensioner  Smith  and 
ms  wife,  the  only  other  inhabitants  of  the 
cottage.  He  went  to  the  front  door  and 
looked  out — nothing.     The  little  house  was 
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as  lonely  in  tlie  moonlight  as  a  cloud  upon 
a  mountain  top.  Then  for  a  moment  a 
thrill  of  terror  passed  through  him,  a  vivid 
sense  of  the  unknown,  of  the  profound 
unimaginahle  mystery  of  things.  He  shook 
it  off  again,  however,  instantly.  It  was 
nonsense,  pure  unmitigated  nonsense,  he 
told  himself.  He  had  not  eaten  enough,  or 
he  was  shaky  after  his  late  illness,  he  would 
have  a  glass  of  brandy  and  go  to  bed. 
While  so  thinking,  the  impression  had 
begun  to  fade,  gradually  dying  until  it 
ceased,  and  in  the  stillness  he  could  hear 
the  small  crinkling  noise  of  the  seaweeds 
lifted  upon  the  shoulders  of  the  tide,  and 
sinking  dowm  to  their  former  places  again. 
He  flung  back  his  head  and  laughed  with 
a  sense  of  relief.  Pooh  !  it  was  all  a  piece 
of  moonshine  !  He  would  not  even  bother 
about  the  brandy,  but  go  to  bed  at  once. 

He  had  lit  a  candle,  and  was  turning 
away  with  another  laugh,  when,  without 
an  instant's  warning,  it  returned  ;  the  same 
vibrating  thrill;    the  same  sense  of  some- 
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thing  or  some  one  appealing  to  him ;  con- 
juring him  to  come  to  their  aid.  This  time 
he  did  not  even  imagine  that  there  was 
anything  real  in  the  summons.  Whatever 
it  was  it  centred  in  himself ;  he  alone  was 
the  person  appealed  to.  What  it  meant  he 
knew  not,  but  it  seemed  to  him  in  his 
excitement  as  if  the  whole  house,  the  whole 
world  of  sea  and  land,  the  very  stars  over- 
head were  all  cognizant  of  it,  were  all 
vibrating  under  its  compelling  emotion.  A 
cry  without  words — at  least  without  recog- 
nizable words— hke  a  prayer  heard  in  an 
unknown  tongue,  what  could  it  mean  ? 
what  was  the  sense'  or  rationale  of  the 
thing?  he  asked  himself,  looking  round 
with  angry  bewilderment.  Suddenly  a 
thought  darted  through  his  mind.  Was 
it ;  could  it  be — her  ?  Could  such  a  thing 
be?  Could  one  person  in  distress  call  to 
another  across  a  whole  continent,  and  could 
that  other  hear  ?  All  the  verdicts  of 
science,  of  common-sense,  were  against  it 
and  yet,  and  yet,  and  yet 
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The  idea  once  started  there  was  no 
escaping  from  it  again.  It  exercised  an 
instant  dominion  over  his  thoughts,  turning 
them  to  the  consideration  of  what  new 
sources  of  trouble  could  be  awaiting  her. 
Rational  or  irrational,  there  was  no  question 
either  about  obeying  it.  Whether  Eleanor 
Gathers  had  really  called  to  him,  or  whether, 
as  was  more  likely,  some  possession  had 
seized  hold  of  his  brain,  he  cared  little. 
The  doubt  was  enough.  On  the  remotest 
possibility  of  her  wanting  him,  he  would  go  ; 
were  it  to  the  world's  end ;  were  it  to  be 
smiled  at  for  his  folly  when  he  arrived ;  he 
did  not  care,  he  would  go. 

He  would  not  even  see  Lady  Mordaunt 
before  doing  so,  he  resolved.  Her  acute- 
ness  would  detect  some  new  excitement  at 
work,  of  what  use  then  to  disturb  her, 
especially  upon  so  groundless  an  impulse — 
one  which  he  shrank  from  admitting  even 
to  himself.  He  sent  a  note  accordingly  the 
next  morning  telling  her  that  he  was 
obliged  to  leave  Colt's  Head  sooner  than 
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he  had  expected,  but  would  probably  not  be 
away  long,  in  a^nj  case  would  write  in  a  few 
days'  time,  and  that  very  afternoon  he  re- 
traced his  steps  along  the  road  he  had  so 
lately  traversed ;  arriving  in  Genoa  the 
morning  of  the  second  day,  and  starting 
almost  immediately  afterwards  for  Yia- 
reggio. 


BOOK  VI. 
THE  CURTAIN  FALLS. 


CHAPTEE  I. 

A  suRPEiSE  awaited  him  at  Viareggio.  He 
found  that  the  whole  party  had  left.  The 
weather  had  got  suddenly  warm,  the  land- 
lord of  the  hotel  said.  Diamine !  the  weather 
generally  did  get  warm  in  May !  It  would 
he  a  bad  business  for  the  bathing  season  if 
it  did  not !  The  sick  milordo  though  hadn't 
liked  it.  He  wouldn't  stay  any  longer,  and 
as  he  was  too  ill  to  travel  by  train,  the 
doctor  and  his  lady  wife  had  taken  him 
over  the  hills  to  the  Bagni  di  Lucca.  They 
had  hired  three  carriages,  in  one  of  which 
the  sick  milordo  had  lain  at  full  length,  the 
doctor  had  gone  with  him,  madama  the 
little  girl  and  the  servants  in  the  two 
others.     Corpo    di  Bacco,  there  were  ser- 
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vants  enough  for  twenty  people  !  The  car- 
riages had  just  returned. 

Upon  receipt  of  this  information,  the 
Colonel  at  once  inquired  into  the  possibili- 
ties of  his  also  being  provided  with  a  car- 
riage. This  the  landlord  undertook  to 
produce,  and  within  an  hour  of  his  arrival 
he  found  himself  again  upon  the  road,  this 
time  in  a  little  rickety  one-horse  chaise, 
gradually  approaching  the  still  vaporous 
and  distant  line  of  hills. 

It  was  a  beautiful  drive,  had  he  been 
worthy  of  it,  which  he  was  not.  His  one 
idea  was  to  arrive,  any  how,  no  matter  how, 
to  arrive.  Having  crossed  the  first  rounded 
shoulder  of  the  mountains,  and  changed 
horses  at  Lucca,  he  found  himself  alter- 
nately ascending  and  descending  along  the 
rock-fringed  shores  of  the  Serchio.  The 
laburnums  were  in  full  flower,  golden 
fountains  of  blossom  tumbling  from  every 
crag  and  cranny.  The  far-famed  chestnut- 
trees  of  the  region  were  just  attaining  full 
leaf,  stretching  out  umbrageous  shelter  in 
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all  directions.  Broken  hints  of  Paradise 
seemed  to  come  floating  in  upon  every 
breath,  but  John  Lawrence  hardly  noticed 
anything.  His  one  thought  was  to  get  it 
over,  and  to  be  there. 

He  had  passed  the  Ponte  del  Diavolo, 
whose  perilous  arch,  tilted  at  a  breakneck 
angle,  spans  the  river,  and  was  within  an 
hour  of  his  destination,  when  there  appeared 
another  vehicle  similar  to  his  own,  also 
containing  a  single  traveller,  driving  rapidly 
from  the  opposite  direction.  They  had  not 
encountered  many  travellers,  the  season 
being  early,  so  that  the  Colonel  glanced  at 
the  occupant  with  a  passing  impulse  of 
curiosity,  which  deepened  considerably 
when  he  perceived  it  was  no  other  than 
the  excellent  Dr.  Mulligan.  At  the  same 
moment,  the  latter,  perceiving  him,  checked 
his  vehicle,  and  before  it  had  time  to  stop, 
bundled  out  on  to  the  road,  and  rushed 
towards  him.  He  was  evidently  in  a  state 
of  overbubbling  excitement,  a  crowd  of 
Hibernianisms,  ordinarily  more  or  less  sup- 
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pressed,  tumbliug  out  one  over  the   other 
iu  his  eagerness. 

"  If  you  aren't  the  man  of  all  others  I'm 
glad  to  meet,  Colonel !  How  ever  did  you 
drop  here,  unless  it  was  from  the  clouds  ? 
Never  mind  stopping  to  tell  me,  though  : 
you're  wanted  badly.  I'm  the  last  man  to 
say  a  word  against  a  patient,  still  there  are 
limits,  sir,  limits,  and  if  he  wasn't  so  bad, 
which,  God  help  him,  he  is,  he  ought  to  be 
kicked  from  this  to  Banagher,  or  my  name 
is  not  Michael  Mulligan  !  But  you're  the 
right  man  in  the  right  place.  Colonel,  no 
better,  poor  soul,  she  wants  a  friend  !  Do 
you  know,  I  was  wondering  only  a  minute 
since  if  I'd  telegraph  to  some  of  her  own 
people.  But  there,  you  never  know !  It 
mightn't  be  a  bit  of  comfort  to  her  if  they 
did  come  itself." 

''But  what  is  it,  doctor?  What  has 
happened?" 

"  It  isn't  to  say  happened,  it's  the  insult 
of  the  thing.  Such  a  woman,  too  !  Upon 
my  life,  I  beheve  it's  her  goodness  tempts 
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him  !  He's  always  been  pretty  bad  to  her, 
selfish  as  the  devil,  and  up  to  all  sorts  of 
underhand  games  on  the  sly  ;  but  this  goes 
beyond  the  beyonds  !  " 

John  Lawrence  had  all  the  mind  to  take 
the  worthy  little  man  by  the  tw^o  shoulders 
and  shake  him,  since  there  seemed  no  other 
way  of  getting  at  his  mtelligence.  He 
tried  expostulation  first. 

"  For  God's  sake  doctor  don't  keep  me 
in  suspense  !  "  he  exclaimed  pathetically. 
"What  has  happened?     Is  Lady  Eleanor 

m?" 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear  fellow, 
haven't  I  told  you  ?  I  believe  my  wits 
are  addled  !  Well,  you  must  know  I've  been 
at  them  these  weeks  to  have  a  nurse.  Any 
one  can  see  it  isn't  fit  for  Lady  Eleanor  to 
be  with  him  night  and  day,  and  all  night 
and  all  day  too,  the  way  she  is,  but  no  !  he 
didn't  want  a  nurse,  he  said ;  she'd  have 
red  hands,  or  breathe  hard,  or  wear  creaking 
boots,  or  do  something — you  know  his  way  ! 
And  Lady   Eleanor   backing  him  up,   and 

VOL.  UI.  M 
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saying,  Oh  no,  tliey  didn't  want  a  nurse, 
and  all  the  while  looking  as  white  as  my 
pocket-handkerchief,  and  not  a  servant  will 
he  let  near  him,  except  to  bring  hot  water  ? 
So  at  last — the  day  after  we  got  to  this 
place — I  told  him  straight  out  that  a  nurse 
he  must  have,  and  that  if  he  wouldn't  send 
for  one,  I  would.  So  he  said. very  well, 
he'd  write  and  get  someone  he  knew.  I 
thought  he  was  up  to  some  game,  for  he 
had  that  sniggling  way  with  him,  however 
the  letter  was  sent,  and  no  more  about  it, 
good  or  bad,  till  two  days  ago,  when  in  she 
walks  as  bold  as  brass." 

"She?     Who?" 

"  This  Frenchwoman,  Mile.  Eiaz  —  a 
teacher  she  is  by  the  way  of.  The  ser- 
vants believe  that  she  had  something  to 
say  to  that  fire  in  the  hotel  the  time  you 
were  nearly  all  burned.  That's  all  gammon, 
probably,  but  there  are  plenty  of  reasons 
for  not  having  her  besides  that.''  And  Dr. 
Mulligan  wagged  his  head  significantly. 

John  Lawrence  was  silent ;  many  thoughts 


THE   CURTAIN  FALLS.  1G3 

were  coursing  through  his  hrain.  "  What 
did  Lady  Eleanor  do  ?  "  he  asked,  pre- 
sently. 

"Deuced  little.  She  got  up  from  where 
she  was  sitting  beside  him,  and — '  Do  you 
wish  this  person  to  remain,  Algernon  ?  '  says 
she,  as  quietly  as  I  am  speaking  to  you  this 
minute  ;  and  when  he  answered,  '  Yes,  I 
do,'  she  said,  '  Very  well,'  and  walked  out 
of  the  room,  and  has  not  been  there  since." 

The  Colonel  drew  his  breath.  "  Go  on, 
what  more  ?  "  he  said. 

"  Devil  a  word,  good  or  bad,  only  if  she's 
going  to  stand  it,  I'm  not.  It  isn't  if  she 
would  leave  him  to  miss  her  !  If  she  would, 
she'd  have  him  coming  round  pretty  quickly. 
My  gentleman  isn't  one  to  sacrifice  his  own 
comfort,  sick  or  sorry,  I  can  tell  you  !  It's 
all  very  fine  to  have  the  woman  there,  and 
to  fancy  his  wife's  mad  with  jealousy  and 
the  rest  of  it,  so  long  as  he  doesn't  suffer 
himself.  If  it  did  he'd  send  Mile.  Kiaz 
packing,  as  sure  as  my  name's  Mulligan ! 
But  what  does  Lady  Eleanor  do  ?  watches 
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over  him  just  the  same,  ouly  doesn't  go 
into  the  room.  Sits  in  that  ante-room  of  a 
place,  and  sees  that  he  gets  everything  he 
"wants,  and  the  minute  he  wants  it.  Waits 
upon  the  woman  herself — be  hanged  if  she 
doesn't !  Takes  the  tray  from  the  servant, 
and  hands  it  in  through  the  door  with  her 
own  hands,  and  that  jade  of  a  Frenchwoman 
comes  and  takes  it  from  her,  and  looks  at 
her  with  her  saucy  black  eyes,  as  much  as 
to  say  '  Ha,  ha  !  send  me  away  if  you  dare, 
my  lady !  It's  my  turn  now !  '  As  for 
sleeping,  she  sleeps  less  than  ever.  She 
takes  that  child  Jan  for  a  walk  of  a  morning, 
and  then  back  wdth  her,  and  never  leaves 
the  ante-room  again.  If  she  hadn't  the 
finest  constitution  God  ever  gave  a  woman, 
she'd  be  in  the  doctor's  hands  herself.  As 
it  is,  she  looks  like  a  wraith,  though  its 
mind  more  than  body  she's  suffering  from, 
I  take  it.  Anyhow  I  can't  see  it,  so  I'm 
off  to-day  to  Genoa  to  see  if  I  can  find  a 
decent  body  who  used  to  be  hospital  nurse 
there,  and  when  I've  got  her  I'll  exorcise 
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this  other  by  hook  or  by  crook,  and  be 
hanged  to  her  !  But  I'll  miss  the  train, 
and  you'd  better  be  getting  on,  Colonel. 
You'll  find  Lady  Eleanor  out  with  Jan. 
Extraordinary  child  that  !  More  sense  in 
her  little  body  than  in  all  our  big  ones. 
The  way  she  looks  after  her  mother  !  Well, 
good-bye,  God  bless  you !  I'll  be  back  by 
night.  Take  care  of  yourselves."  The 
doctor  was  in  his  chaise  again,  and  trotting 
down  hill  almost  before  he  had  finished 
speaking. 

John  Lawrence  went  on.  He  felt  per- 
plexed. This  was  not  at  all  what  he  had 
foreseen,  though  what  he  had  foreseen  he 
would  have  found  it  difficult  to  put  into 
words.  Just  before  reaching  Ponte  a  Ser- 
raglio  the  carriage  entered  a  dusky  bit  of 
road,  where  the  banks  rose  steeply  on  either 
side,  and  the  gi-eat  chestnut-trees  flinging 
their  branches  across,  created  an  artificial 
gloom.  In  the  middle  of  one  of  these 
dusky  spots  a  small  figure  was  standing, 
which,  at  sight  of  him,  suddenly  clapped  its 
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hands,  and,  with  a  shriek  of  dehght,  made  a 
spring  forward  as  if  about  to  scramble  down 
the  nearly  perpendicular  bank.  This  move- 
ment brought  another  figure  to  the  hrink, 
and  looking  up  the  rock-strewn  surface  John 
Lawrence  found  himself  gazing  straight 
into  the  eyes  of  Eleanor  Gathers,  who,  upon 
her  side,  neither  started  nor  exclaimed, 
merely  placed  her  hand  on  the  child's 
shoulder,  and  looked  down  at  him  with  a 
smile,  the  most  woeful  ghost  of  a  smile,  he 
thought,  that  he  had  ever  seen  on  a  human 
face. 

Another  moment  she  and  Jan  were  de- 
scending the  track.  Getting  out  of  the 
carriage,  and  telling  the  man  to  go  on  and 
wait  for  him  in  the  village,  he  stepped 
back  to  meet  them,  and  they  shook  hands. 
Even  then  she  did  not  ask  what  had  brought 
him.  There  was  a  look  of  tension  about 
her  face  which  startled  him,  a  strained  and 
hunted  look  which  had  not  been  there  when 
he  left.  Even  without  the  doctor's  hints, 
it  would  have  been  easy  to  see  that  the 
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situation  had  entered   upon  some  new  de- 
velopment. 

They  walked  on  together.  The  Colonel's 
thoughts  were  full  of  strangeness.  The  re- 
newed sense  of  her  presence,  the  conscious- 
ness of  her  nearness,  was  sending  thrills  of 
happiness  through  and  through  him,  stirring 
his  whole  frame  to  as  rapturous  an  exhilara- 
tion as  ever  beat  along  the  veins  of  a  la& 
of  twenty.  That  odd  impression  which  had 
come  to  him  in  Devonshire  was  present 
too,  and  lent  some  of  its  own  strangeness 
to  the  meeting.  All  this  was  his  own  affair, 
however,  not  to  be  touched  upon,  to  be 
kept  for  ever  under  lock  and  key.  Even  his 
meeting  with  Dr.  Mulligan  he  hardly  liked 
to  allude  to.  He  waited  to  see  what  she 
would  say.  She  said  absolutely  nothing, 
however,  but  walked  on  as  if  under  a  spell. 
The  sun  broke  in  a  thousand  iridescent 
splinters,  the  grass  was  alive  with  colour, 
with  a  thousand  fresh  youngtangled  growths, 
but  she  seemed  neither  to  see  nor  heed  anj^- 
thing. 
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Happily  Jan  was  equal  to  filling  the 
vacancy ;  her  delight  at  getting  back  her  big 
playfellow  making  her  unusually  demonstra- 
tive. She  was  tlio  glad  he  had  come,  she 
said  ;  and  did  he  know  she  had  got  nine  lovely 
yellow  snail  shells  ?  she  found  them  herself 
under  a  big  tree,  two  of  them  had  nice 
yellow  horns  inside,  only  they  smelt  rather 
nasty,  and  there  was  a  cat  with  five  kittens, 
and  one  of  them  was  all  black  except  its 
ears  and  one  toe-nail,  and  it  was  for  her, 
only  the  old  cat  wouldn  t  let  her  have  it  yet. 
She  was  a  nasty  cross  cat,  and  had  killed 
a  poor  bird  the  day  before.  She  didn't 
like  cats,  and  didn't  mean  lier  kitten  ever 
to  be  one.  And  Muddie  had  took  her  for 
a  walk  yetherday  and  to-day,  which  she 
hadn't  done  for  oh  tho  long !  and  did  he 
know  that " 

But  at  this  juncture  Lady  Eleanor  inter- 
posed. *'  Hush,  Jan  !  my  little  girl  mustn't 
talk  so  much.  Muddie  wants  to  ask  about 
grandmamma,  who  has  been  ill,  you  know. 
Please  tell  me,"  she  added,  turning  to  him 
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abruptly,  "  you  think  all  danger  over  for 
the  present,  do  you  not  ?  " 

He  said,  "Yes,"  and  went  on  to  tell  her 
about  his  visit.  She  listened,  and  put  a 
question  from  time  to  time,  always,  how- 
ever with  the  same  air  of  strain.  She  was 
perfectly  composed,  but  it  seemed  to  be  a 
composure  won  by  hard  fighting.  When 
they  got  into  the  village  they  found  the 
carriage  waiting,  and  he  appealed  to  her  to 
direct  him. 

"  Will  you  not  come  to  our  hotel  ?  "  she 
said,  more,  however,  in  tone  of  inquiry  than 
of  appeal. 

*'I  think  perhaps  better — not,"  he 
answered  hesitatingly.  "  With  an  invalid, 
the  fewer  people  about  the  better,"  he  added, 
with  rather  unnecessary  explanatoriness. 

"  Yery  well.  Perhaps  you  are  right. 
There  is  another  one  just  as  good  only  a 
short  way  from  ours." 

The  carriage  was  directed  there,  and  the 
Colonel  followed,  saying  that  he  would 
join  her  presently.      Had  he  done  well  in 
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comiug  ?  that  was  the  question  which 
haunted  him.  Was  she  glad  to  see  him  ? 
Did  she  think  him  troublesome,  officious  ? 
Perhaps  he  had  been  a  fool  ?     Perhaps  she 

was  vexed;  perhaps — perhaps But  his 

conjectures  were  endless. 

His  room  taken,  and  carriage  paid,  he 
hastened  to  the  other  hotel,  which  was  only 
a  few  j^ards  away.  Ha  was  filled,  as  he 
walked  along,  with  a  curious  sense  of  excite- 
ment. The  close  green  valley,  the  tree- 
covered  slopes  rising  steeply  on  either  side, 
the  voice  of  the  stream,  now  imperative, 
now  appealing,  now  menacing,  every  mood 
represented  in  turn,  as  it  swept  along  ;  it 
all  seemed  a  chorus  echoing  and  re-echoing 
his  own  inward  tumult. 

Entering  the  hotel,  he  went  upstairs, 
guided  by  a  waiter,  and  found  Lady  Eleanor 
sitting  in  a  bare-looking  ante-room,  the 
yellow  walls  of  which  were  stencilled  with 
huge  purple  lozenges — crescents  and  dia- 
monds alternately  —  beyond  w^hich  was 
another  door. 
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He  was  beginning  to  speak  in  his  usual 
tone,  bnt  she  made  a  rapid  sign  to  indicate 
the  necessity  for  silence.  Accordingly  he 
sat  down  wonderingly  and  waited.  From 
time  to  time  a  slight  movement  was  heard 
in  the  inner  room,  and  now  and  then  a  voice 
speaking  fretfully ;  otherwise  the  frantic 
rush  and  hurry  of  the  little  river  below  the 
windows  was  the  only  sound  audible.  Pre- 
sently footsteps  approached  the  outer  door, 
and  a  servant  entered  carrying  a  tray. 
Lady  Eleanor  took  it,  motioning  the  man 
to  go,  and  carried  it  herself  to  the  door  of 
the  room  beyond,  at  which  she  knocked. 
It  was  opened,  and  a  woman  appeared,  a 
woman  with  flashing  insolent  eyes,  who 
took  the  tray  from  her,  and  disappeared 
almost  immediately.  It  had  been  long 
enough,  however,  for  the  Colonel  to  recog- 
nize Mile.  Eiaz. 

After  this  an  hour  passed,  then  two  hours, 
and  still  Lady  Eleanor  remained  at  her  post. 
Once  he  whispered  an  entreaty  that  she  would 
rest,  that  she  would  eat  something,  but  she 
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merely  shook  her  head  impatiently.  It  was 
the  strangest  of  tete-d-tetes.  They  were 
together,  yet  he  felt  that  she  was  miles  and 
miles  away  from  him,  swept  out  of  his  very 
orbit  by  some  current  he  imperfectly  under- 
stood, some  stream  of  emotion  upon  whose 
waves  he  too  was  being  carried  as  upon  a 
sea.  The  look  of  pain  in  her  face  seemed 
to  have  reached  a  point  where  mental  and 
physical  endurance  are  one ;  he  would  not 
have  been  surprised  had  she  at  any  moment 
fallen  senseless  upon  the  floor  at  his  feet. 

At  last  he  could  bear  it  no  longer.  He 
was  worn  out  with  his  long  journey,  and 
this  continued  tension  was  fast  becoming 
unendurable. 

"  Come  out  for  a  moment  on  to  the 
balcony  !  "  he  whispered  authoritatively. 

She  was  startled  by  the  imperativeness  of 
his  tone  into  obeying,  and,  getting  up, 
followed  him  to  the  balcony,  where  they 
could  speak  without  being  overheard. 

"  I  met  Dr.  Mulligan  on  my  way  here," 
he  said  abruptly. 
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*'  Yes  ?  "  slie  answered  laconically.  Her 
hands  were  clasped  tiglitly  one  over  the 
other.  They  had  grown  much  thinner,  he 
noticed;  her  wedding-ring  hung  quite 
loosely  upon  her  finger. 

"  He  told  me  what  happened,"  he  said, 
and  then  waited. 

She  made  no  response,  so  he  went  on 
abruptly. 

"  I  want  to  know  if  I  can  do  nothing  to 
help  you  ?  I  can't  bear  to  see  you  suffering 
—it  kills  me  !  " 

"  You  can  do  nothing,"  she  said  slowly  ; 
*'  no  one  can  do  anything  !  " 

He  was  beginning  again  to  expostulate, 
but  she  suddenly  interrupted  him. 

''  Don't  speak  !  Don't  encourage  me  to 
speak  !  "  she  said  imperiously.  '*  You  don't 
understand ;  you  can't ;  no  one  can.  It  is 
myself  that  I  am  thinking  of — that  I  am 
frightened  at.  Do  you  know  what  it  is  to 
have  a  devil  inside  you  ?  No,  happily  for 
you,  probably  you  don't,  well,  I  do — a  devil 
that  is  trying  to  get  loose,  that  is  trying  to 
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persuade  me  to  do  something  that  I  would 
rather  die  than  do  !  For  God's  sake,  don't 
help  it,  but  help  7ne !  You  don't  know  what 
a  feehng  it  is  !  Think  if  you  had  some  one 
who  " — she  glanced  back  for  a  moment  to 
the  room  and  then  hurried  on — "And  that 
you  had  a  longing  to  do  something  that 
would  injure — might  Jiill  that  person ! 
How  would  you  feel  ?  Would  you  not  long 
to  put  a  pistol  to  your  own  head  before  it 
happened  ?  Well,  that  is  how  I  feel.  As 
you  are  my  friend,  my  best,  my  only  friend, 
help  me,  save  me  from  myself !  " 

She  turned  back  as  she  finished  speaking. 
He  followed  without  another  word,  and  they 
again  sat  facing  one  another  in  the  ante-room. 

It  grew  first  dusk  and  then  almost  dark, 
but  still  they  sat  on  and  on :  John  occasionally 
dozed,  worn  out  by  his  long  vigil.  Whenever 
he  roused  himself  to  consciousness,  Lady 
Eleanor's  pale  face  with  its  heavy-lidded 
eyes  presented  itself  to  him  like  the  face  of 
one  in  the  last  extremity  of  pain.  He  dreamed 
of  her  so,  and  woke  to  find  the  reahty  and 


THE   CURTAIN  FALLS.  175 

the  dream  one.  He  mixed  it  up  with  the  bhie 
lozenges,  yellow  walls,  and  green  furniture, 
which  danced  fantastic  dances  up  and  down 
the  bewildered  recesses  of  his  brain.  She, 
on  her  side,  apparently  took  no  heed  of  the 
passage  of  timfe  ;  everything  seemed  merged 
in  the  one  paramount  pre-occupation  to- 
wards which  all  her  thoughts  seemed 
strained.  At  last  about  nine  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  there  came  a  change,  a  sudden 
commotion,  a  rapid  moving  to  and  fro  in 
the  next  room.  Then  a  sudden  cessation 
of  all  sound,  and  a  minute  afterwards  a  voice 
calling  irritably,  "  Eleanor  !  Eleanor  !  " 

Lady  Eleanor  started,  and  seemed  upon 
the  point  of  hurrying  in.  She  checked  her- 
self, however,  but  stood  still  in  the  middle 
of  the  room,  her  eyes  riveted  upon  the  door  ; 
an  image  of  expectancy. 

So  she  waited,  and  John  Lawrence  beside 
her.  His  sleepiness  was  gone  now.  The 
drama,  whatever  it  was,  had  reached  its 
climax.  If  there  was  any  service  he  was 
to  render  her,  it  must  be  now  or  never. 


176  MAJOR  LAWRENCE,  F.L.S. 

Five  minutes  passed,  aucl  then  the  door 
of  communication  opened  again,  and  Mile. 
Kiaz  reappeared.  Her  expression  had 
changed.  It  was  fierce  still,  but  it  was  no 
longer  triumphant.  She  looked  frightened, 
her  great  black  eyes  were  wide  with  terror. 
"  Monsieur  Gathers  ai:)pelle  miladi,"  she 
said  hastily. 

Her  message  delivered,  she  would  have 
returned  to  the  room,  but  Lady  Eleanor 
intercepted  her.  "  Bestez!  "  she  said,  in  a 
quick,  brief  tone  of  command,  pointing  to  a 
chair.  The  other  seemed  about  to  resist, 
but  John  Lawrence  was  there  to  enforce  the 
order,  and  she  submitted  sullenly.  Lady 
Eleanor  meanwhile  passed  hurriedly  into  the 
room,  pulling  the  door  behind  her,  as  if  to 
secure  herself  against  intrusion.  A  moment 
later,  however,  she  uttered  a  call  for  help, 
and  there  being  no  means  of  obeying  the  call 
and  retaining  the  prisoner,  John  hastened 
in,  leaving  the  latter  to  follow  if  she  chose. 

The  sick  man  was  lying  half-raised  in  his 
bed,   supported   by  a  pile  of  cushions.     A 
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pair  of  candles  stood  beside  it,  and  by  their 
light  were  visible  traces  of  blood  upon  the 
counterpane.  Evidently  he  had  lost  a  good 
deal,  for  his  face  was  ghastly,  his  great  black 
eyes — larger,  apparently  than  ever — rolled 
from  side  to  side,  as  if  endowed  with  a 
separate  life  of  their  own.  Lady  Eleanor 
gave  directions  to  fetch  a  bottle  that  was 
upon  a  shelf  in  the  next  room,  also  some 
water.  John  Lawrence  was  returning 
with  the  bottle,  when  Mile.  Eiaz,  who  had 
followed,  snatched  up  the  water-carafe,  and 
approached  the  bed.  Lady  Eleanor  took  it 
from  her,  without  apparently  noticing  who 
gave  it,  mixed  the  water  with  some  of  the 
contents  of  the  bottle,  and  held  it  to  her 
husband's  lips,  supporting  him,  as  she  did 
so,  by  putting  her  arm  under  his  head.  He 
drank  it,  and  by  degrees  began  to  revive,  his 
eyes  roving  leisurely  round  the  chcle,  paus- 
ing for  a  while  on  each  successive  face,  a 
smile  even  then  faintly  curling  his  lips,  as 
if  he  found  a  certain  rehsh  in  the  conjunc- 
tion.    When    at   last  they   rested   on   the 

VOL,  III.  If 


ITS  MAJOR   LA  WHENCE,  F.L.S. 

Colonel,  lie  started  slightly,  and  glanced  at 
bis  wife  with  an  air  of  displeasure. 

That  he  was  by  this  time  tired  of  bis  last 
and  least  amiable  freak  was  evident,  for 
when,  a  minute  later,  Mile.  Riaz  again 
approached  the  bed,  he  turned  from  her 
with  an  air  of  annoyance,  so  contemptuously, 
insultingly  marked  as  to  bring  a  flush  of  dark 
colour  into  the  woman's  cheeks,  and  she 
shrank  as  if  from  a  blow. 

"Do  you  wish  her  to — remain,  Algernon ? " 
his  wife  asked,  leaning  over  him,  and  speak- 
ing in  a  low  distinct  voice. 

"  No,  it  was  only — only  a — a  joke."  He 
paused;  everything  and  every  one  seemed 
to  be  waiting  intently  for  the  next  words. 
"She  hasn't  a  notion  of — nursing,"  he 
added,  the  last  word  being  interrupted  by 
painful  gasps. 

Involuntarily  John  Lawrence's  eye  sought 
the  woman's  face.  That  she  had  heard  and 
understood  was  evident,  for  her  lips  worked, 
her  fingers  clenched  tenaciously  over  the 
bottle  she  still  retained  in  her  hand.     She 
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had  moved  a  step  away,  but  now  faced 
round ;  a  spasm  seemed  to  contract  her 
whole  figure,  her  set  teeth  and  gleaming 
eyes  looked  dangerous. 

There  was  a  momentary  pause  of  con- 
sternation, for  to  both  the  other  watchers  it 
seemed  as  if  she  might  be  capable  of  pre- 
cipitating herself  upon  the  sick  man.  He, 
too,  evidently  perceived  something,  for  he 
shrank,  and  his  white  lips  grew  a  shade 
whiter.  Lady  Eleanor  started  forward ;  the 
Colonel  held  himself  in  readiness  to  inter- 
pose should  need  arise.  It  was  unnecessarj'', 
however.  With  a  gesture,  not  devoid  of  a 
certain  dignity,  the  woman  fronted  them  all 
for  a  minute,  her  gaze  lingering  longest  on 
the  man  she  had  been  nursing  with  an 
expression  of  indescribable,  inextinguishable 
scorn.  "  N'ayez  pas  peur  !  "  she  said  slowly, 
the  rolled-out  r  prolonging  itself  with  dra- 
matic intention  upon  the  last  word.  Then, 
without  another  word  or  look,  she  turned, 
and  the  next  instant  the  further  door  shut 
violently  behind  her. 
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*' Follow  her!  My  purse — it  is  on  the 
table  in  the  next  room.  Get  her  to  take  it. 
Hurry,  please  hurry!"  Lady  Eleanor 
whispered  earnestly. 

John  Lawrence  obeyed.  He  found  the 
purse  without  difficulty,  but  he  had  to  make 
the  best  speed  he  could  in  order  to  catch 
up  Mile.  Eiaz.  She  had  gone  straight  out 
of  the  house,  and  he  only  came  up  to  her 
when  she  had  already  reached  the  road. 

It  was  an  awkward  enough  errand,  but  he 
went  at  it  with  as  little  preamble  as  possible. 
The  carriage  he  had  come  in  would  take  her 
back,  if  she  liked,  to  Viareggio,  where  she 
could  find  a  train.  He  had  been  commis- 
sioned to  give  her  this.  And  he  tried  to 
press  the  money  into  her  hands. 

They  were  hurrying  beside  the  stream, 
which  mingled  its  voice  with  his  and  seemed 
to  be  trying  to  shout  him  down.  Suddenly 
she  paused,  and  held  out  her  hand  for  the 
purse,  which  he  gave  her,  glad  to  have 
accomplished  his  errand.  He  had  not 
trouljled   himself  much  about  this  side  of 
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that  Ugly  little  domestic  drama  he  had  heen 
assisting  at,  his  thoughts  being  all  absorbed 
in  another  direction.  Now,  however,  some- 
thing about  the  woman's  face  gave  him  a 
sudden  sense  of  discomfort,  almost  shame. 
It  seemed  as  if  he,  too,  had  been  acting  the 
shabbiest,  the  most  despicable  of  parts. 

With  a  gesture,  not  so  much  passionate 
as  utterly  scornful  and  indifferent,  she  tossed 
the  purse  away  from  her  into  the  stream 
below,  the  hurrying  water  seeming  to  leap  up 
to  meet  it,  and  carry  it  down,  then  rushing 
on  to  chatter  about  it  to  the  next  little 
waterfall  it  encountered.  After  which, 
without  another  word  or  glance,  she  turned, 
and  disappeared,  leaving  John  Lawrence 
standing,  confounded  and  exceedingly  un- 
comfortable upon  the  footpath. 

His  meditations  were  interrupted  five 
minutes  later  by  another  footstep,  and  Dr. 
Mulligan  stood  beside  him. 

"  There  you  are.  Colonel,  So  you  got  rid 
of  your  cuckoo  without  any  help  of  mine  ? 
I  met  her  sweeping  down  the  hill  a  minute 
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ago  like  an  empress.  Gad,  sir,  she  is  a 
splendicl-lookiDg  woman !  Reminds  me 
extraordinarily  of  a  Mrs.  Hycy  M'Gee  I  used 
to  dance  with  at  BaUinasloe  a  dozen  years 
hack,  only  this  one's  darker." 

^'  Yes,  she's  gone,"  John  answered  me- 
chanically. "  I  suppose,  doctor  —  you 
haven't" — he  stopped.  "  You  haven't  any 
idea  ?  "  he  stopped  again. 

''Any  idea  of  what,  my  dear  sir.  Few 
things  Mick  Mulligan  hasn't  any  idea  of !  " 

"  As  to  their  relations.  What  they  really 
have  been?"  the  Colonel  said  with  an 
effort. 

Dr.  Mulligan  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
protruded  his  nether  lip.  "  Deuced  hard  to 
know  the  ins  and  outs  of  these  things,  isn't 
it  ?  "  he  said.  "  I've  seen  " — andhe  nodded 
down  the  walk — "  about  a  goodish  time. 
She's  kept  her  character,  if  that's  what  you 
mean,  but — well,  if  you  ask  me  my  opinion 
confidentially,  I  suspect  it's  a  pretty  old 
story.  They've  kept  it  close,  still  those  sort 
of  things  always  leak  out  !  " 
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John's  face  took  on  an  expression  of 
something  considerably  deeper  than  disgust. 

"  Impossible  !  "  he  exclaimed  angrily. 
''His  own  child!" 

"  Eh  !  child  ?  whose  child  ?  what  child 
are  you  talking  of  ?  " 

"  Jan.  Didn't  you  know  that  this  woman 
was  with  her  as  bo?ine,  nursery  governess,  or 
something  of  that  sort." 

Dr.  Mulligan  made  a  grimace,  and  caught 
at  a  bit  of  flowering  cassia,  which  was  dan- 
gling a  little  way  above  his  head. 

"  How  long,  me  dear  sir,  have  you  had 
the  pleasure  of  being  acquainted  with  Mr. 
Algernon  Gathers?  "  he  said  in  that  brogue 
which  he  seemed  able  to  put  on  and  off  at 
his  own  convenience. 

"  Long  enough,"  the  other  retorted 
curtly. 

''Well  then  I  wonder  you  don't  know 
that's  just  the  sort  of  little  entertainment 
he'd  like  best.  To  have  a  few  stray  parcels 
of  gunpowder  or  dynamite  loose  about  the 
house,  and  be  wondering  how  soon  they'd 
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explode  !  'Twould  be  quite  a  little  relaxation 
to  him,  when  he  would  be  lying  on  his  sofa, 
with  nothing  in  particular  to  amuse  him  !  " 

The  Colonel  frowned,  and  after  a  minute 
turned  back  to  the  hotel.  He  was  not 
inclined  to  continue  the  conversation  any 
further.  Dr.  Mulligan  was  a  worthy  little 
man,  but  he  was  also,  in  his  opinion,  rather 
a  vulgar  one ;  he  did  not  choose  to  discuss 
what  were,  after  all,  Lady  Eleanor's  affairs 
with  him.  In  his  own  mind,  however,  the 
discussion  was  carried  on  some  way  further, 
and  he  turned  the  matter  over  and  over, 
surveying  it  now  on  this  side,  and  now  on 
the  other.  He  remembered  vividly  the  con- 
versation which  he  and  Lady  Eleanor  had 
had  about  this  woman  at  Genoa,  and  felt 
certain  that  no  sinister  suspicion  with  regard 
to  her  had  crossed  her  mind  then.  When 
had  it  first  done  so  ?  What,  too,  had  been 
those  other,  probably  not  very  dissimilar 
revelations,  at  which  Lady  Mordaunt  had 
more  than  hinted  ? 

He  seemed  to  himself  to  be  sitting  down 
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involuntarily  before  the  closed-in  cnrtains  of 
her  married  life  ;  to  want,  yet  at  the  same 
time  to  be  utterly  disinclined  to  lift  them. 
To  have  touched  so  much  as  a  fold  of  them 
before  another  man ;  to  have  stood  by,  and 
allowed  those  open-mouthed  profaning  dis- 
cussions, which  go  on  day  after  day,  and 
hour  after  hour,  in  this  vulgar  unreverencing 
world  of  ours,  would  have  been  to  him  impos- 
sible, would  have  seemed  a  piece  of  the 
vilest,  most  unmanly,  most  utterly  un- 
warrantable inquisitiveness,  one  which  no 
circumstances  could  have  palliated.  Even 
by  himself  there  were  regions  which  he 
shrank  from  approaching.  Her  image  had 
for  him  that  peculiarly  crystalline  flawless- 
ness  which  made  the  foulness,  even  of 
another,  seem  half  a  contamination.  Stand- 
ing, as  she  did,  apart  from  all  other  women, 
fenced  round  and  enveloped  by  a  reverence, 
having  its  origin  in  his  earliest  as  well  as 
latest  thoughts  concerning  her,  the  bare  idea 
of  what  must  perforce  have  been  pushed 
upon  her  reluctant  knowledge  filled  him  with 
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a  sense  of  disgust  and  anger,  which  even 
worse  offences,  directed  against  another 
woman,  might  not,  perhaps,  have  done. 
There  was  one  alleviating  feature  in  the 
whole  matter,  and  only  one.  The  man  was 
dying  !  It  was  always  possihle  to  keep  the 
eyes  fixed  upon  that  fact  to  the  exclusion 
of  all  others.  Whatever  the  catalogue  of 
his  offences,  however  foul  and  black  his 
treachery  towards  his  wife,  it  was  practically, 
thank  heaven !  past  history  now ;  as  much 
dead,  buried,  done  for,  as  any  bit  of  gossip 
which  the  literary  corpse-snatcher  exhumes 
from  the  dust  of  the  past.  In  this  aspect 
there  was  even — for  the  Colonel,  after  all, 
was  human — a  certain  relish  in  the  reflection 
of  how  remarkably  little  satisfaction  the 
sinner  can  have  extracted  from  his  trans- 
gressions. His  tether,  for  good  or  ill,  had 
been  such  a  short  one,  that — putting  aside 
the  higher  sanctions,  and  looking  at  the 
matter  from  the  merest  club-window,  after- 
noon-caller point  of  view — the  retrospect 
could   hardly  be  called  a  satisfactory  one. 
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"A  pleasant  parting  that  was  this  afternoon, 
for  instance  !  "  he  exclaimed  to  himself,  as 
his  mind  glanced  back  over  the  day's  doings, 
and  the  face  of  Mile.  Riaz  rose  before  him 
with  its  Medea-like  air  of  inextinguishable 
scorn.  So  strongly  did  this  side  of  the 
matter  strike  him,  that  before  going  to  bed 
that  evening  a  sort  of  reaction  had  set  in. 
He  had  begun  to  feel  as  if,  under  the  cir- 
cumstances, it  might  be  possible  to  forgive 
even  Algernon  Gathers  some  of  his  many 
misdoings,  if  only — that  was  the  point — if 
only  it  was  certain  that  for  the  culprit  him- 
self the  after-taste  of  those  misdoings  had 
the  proper  ashen  or  briny  flavour. 
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CHAPTEE  II. 

One  thing  had  grown  clearer  to  him.  His 
imagination  was  not  a  strong  one ;  it  took 
no  great  flights.  He  had  a  mascuhne, 
perhaps  a  mihtary  objection  to  seeing  more 
upon  any  given  occasion  than  presented 
itself  upon  the  surface.  Now  and  then, 
however,  an  imagination  which  habitually 
"  keeps  the  roadway  "  grows  audacious, 
overleaps  its  usual  boundaries,  and  betakes 
itself  to  a  larger  sphere,  as  a  mediocre  poet 
once  in  a  way  may  become  the  parent  of  a 
line  that  lives.  Perhaps  it  was  love  that 
made  him  luminous ;  perhaps  it  was  Lady 
Mordauut's  pregnant  hints  ;  perhaps  it  was 
that  brief  scene  upon  the  balcony.  What- 
ever it  was,  he  felt  as  if  a  door  had  been 
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suddenly  opened.  He  understood,  as  he 
bad  never  understood  before,  Eleanor 
Gathers'  standpoint.  He  did  not  agree 
with  it;  thought  it  exaggerated,  unreal, 
mistaken,  but  still  he  understood  it.  He 
had  caught  sight  of  the  object  upon  which 
her  eyes  had  evidently  all  this  time  been 
fixed.  It  was  the  Future ;  the  one  step 
beyond ;  the  invisible  country  which  lies 
over  the  verge  of  what  we  call  the  End. 
From  what  Lady  Mordaunt  had  said,  it 
was  clear  that  she  had  long  foreseen  that 
end,  not  vaguely,  as  people  usually  foresee 
these  things,  but  visibly,  as  a  fast  ap- 
proaching certainty.  That  fact  once  clear, 
everything  became  clear.  Death,  the  great 
apologist,  had  been  standing,  he  now  saw, 
behind  her  for  months,  perhaps  years,  lifting 
a  solemn  finger  whenever  indignation — no 
matter  how  justifiable — had  prompted  her 
to  anger.  Behind  the  meanness,  the 
littleness,  the  selfishness,  the  moral  vul- 
garity of  the  man  she  had  married,  that 
form   stood.     Anger   fell   dead,    scorn   was 
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hushed,  indignation  ''  trembled  like  a  guilty 
thing  surprised,"  when  it  caught  sight  of 
that  uphfted  finger.  It  was  the  Nemesis  of 
health,  the  tyranny  of  death  over  life  ;  not 
to  he  reasoned  about,  but  also  most  assuredly 
not  to  be  argued  away. 

It  was  less  accountable,  perhaps,  that  not 
the  wife  alone,  but  all  the  watchers  to  a 
great  degree  shared  the  feeling.  Despite 
his  own  immeasurable  contempt,  despite 
that  crowning  enormity  of  which  he  had 
come  in  time  to  witness  the  finale,  even 
John  Lawrence  felt  creep  over  him  some  of 
that  awe  which  we  all  more  or  less  feel, 
when  we  know  that  the  being  before  us  is 
doomed.  Logically  death  is,  of  course,  no 
apology,  not  even  an  extenuation  ;  happily 
we  are  not  any  of  us  so  desperately,  so 
revoltingly  logical.  We  pity,  and  pitying 
forgive. 

It  was  well  that  it  is  so,  for  the  next  few 
weeks  were  terribly  long  in  that  little 
watering-place  beside  the  rippling  Lima. 
Slowly,  very  slowly,  the  days  slipped  away, 
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people  began  to  arrive,  and  a  mingling  of 
voices,  slirill  or  guttural,  to  compete  with 
the  inarticulate  babbling  of  the  little  river. 
To  the  hotel  where  the  Gathers  had  estab- 
lished themselves  no  fresh  irruption  pene- 
trated, the  whole  hotel  having  been  secured 
for  the  exclusive  service  of  the  invalid. 
Blessed  privilege  of  wealth,  in  nothing 
more  blessed  than  in  its  power  to  command 
silence,  rarest,  most  costly  of  negatives, 
the  divinity  to  which,  were  garden-altars 
still  the  fashion,  ours  would  assuredly  be 
raised ! 

Over  other  conditions  even  wealth  is 
powerless.  It  had  been  getting  hotter  ever 
since  they  arrived,  and  by  the  begining  of 
the  third  week  in  May  had  grown  intoler- 
able. Reckoned  amongst  the  scanty  list  of 
Italian  summer  resorts,  the  Bagni  di  Lucca 
does  not  commend  itself — to  northern  tem- 
peraments at  least — as  particularly  justifying 
that  claim.  The  sun  arrives  later,  it  is 
true,  than  elsewhere,  and  departs  earlier, 
but  while  there  it  more  than  makes  good  its 
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time.  The  perpendicular  banks  on  either 
side  play  at  battledore  with  it,  the  roofs  and 
windows  repeat  it,  the  stream  flashes  it 
perpetually  before  the  eyes.  The  poor 
patient  suffered  terribly.  All  John  Law- 
rence's judicial  severity,  all  his  antipathy, 
all  his  wholesome  scorn  melted  to  pity,  as  he 
listened  to  those  panting  breathings,  which 
seemed  day  by  day  to  be  growing  weaker. 
Lady  Eleanor's  life  was  spent  in  fanning  ; 
up  and  down,  backwards  and  forwards,  her 
arm  seemed  never  to  falter  or  weary.  Dr. 
Mulligan  exhausted  his  ingenuity  in  devices 
against  the  enemy ;  ice-bags ;  improvised 
punkahs  ;  wet  sheets  stretched  across  the 
window  to  produce  a  cool  draught.  The 
sun  laughed  at  the  ineffectual  precautions, 
and  poured  in  with  ever-new  strength 
through  every  chink  and  cranny.  Some 
relief,  it  was  felt,  the  patient  must  have, 
but  how  ?  To  retrace  their  steps  was  out 
of  the  question.  Summer  had  already 
enthroned  herself  in  the  plains.  There 
remained   therefore   only  the  hill  villages. 
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But  would  it  be  possible,  they  asked  one 
another  anxiously,  to  find  even  approxi- 
mately decent  quarters  there  ?  This  point 
John  Lawrence  undertook  to  ascertain.  He 
was  glad  of  the  task.  His  inaction  galled 
him.  He  could  not  endure  to  leave,  yet  he 
w^as  clearly  not  wanted.  He  contracted  an 
unmitigated  detestation  for  that  green  valley 
and  fussy  river,  rattling  perpetually  above 
its  stones,  above  all,  for  that  ante-room, 
the  yellow  walls  and  purple  lozenges  of 
which  seemed  to  have  imprinted  themselves 
for  all  eternity  upon  the  retina  of  his  eyes. 

He  was  joined  in  his  task  by  young 
Mordaunt,  who  had  come  out  again,  heroi- 
cally devoting  a  portion  of  his  leave  to  his 
sister's  service,  even  for  her  sake  giving  up 
the  Derby — for  the  first  time,  he  declared, 
in  his  life.  He  was  the  only  addition  to 
the  party.  Poor  Mrs.  Gathers,  upon  hearing 
of  her  son's  peril,  had  written  pitiful  en- 
treaties to  be  allowed  to  join  them,  but 
Algernon  had  refused.  "  It  was  too  hot !  " 
he  said.     This  could  not  mean  too  hot  for 
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Mrs.  Gathers,  seeing  that  she  was  abeady 
at  Mentone.  He  gave  no  further  explana- 
tion, however ;  he  wouldn't  have  her,  that 
was  enough. 

By  a  wonderful  piece  of  good  fortune  a 
possible  habitation  was  discovered  in  the 
village  of  Lugliano,  which  stands  above  the 
valley  of  the  Lima  ;  a  small  house  once 
rented  by  an  English  family,  who  had  left 
traces  of  their  habitation  in  the  form  of 
various  domestic  sophistications  unknown 
to  native  use.  To  this  house  food  and 
additional  furniture  were  hastily  conveyed 
under  the  Colonel's  superintendence,  and 
in  a  few  days  all  was  in  readiness  for  the 
transit. 

It  was  a  curious  procession  that  crept  up 
the  hillside  under  the  shadow  of  the  chest- 
nuts. First  John  Lawrence  and  young 
Mordaunt ;  then  a  chaise  a  porteur,  with 
its  bearers ;  then  four  mules,  walking  one 
upon  the  heels  of  the  other  as  their  way  is, 
and  carrying  Lady  Eleanor,  Jan,  the  nurse, 
and  another  woman- servant.     Pausing  upon 
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the  first  summit  and  looking  back,  John 
Lawrence's  eyes  rested,  to  the  exclusion  of 
everything  else,  upon  the  white  face  and 
great  dark  eyes  of  the  sick  man.  There 
was  something  to  him  inexpressively  pain- 
ful in  the  sight,  his  pity  and  his  disHke 
seemed  to  meet  and  clash,  and  both  to- 
gether to  be  unendurable.  Telling  the 
others  that  he  would  go  on  and  see  that 
everything  was  in  readiness,  he  made  a 
sudden  spurt,  which  took  him  wg  the  incline 
at  a  pace  which  soon  left  the  rest  of  the 
party  behind. 

The  villa  was  of  the  usual  white-faced, 
brown-shuttered  type,  set  like  a  child's  toy 
upon  the  summit  of  the  ridge,  and  ap- 
proached by  a  narrow  walk  between  tall 
cylindrical  cypresses.  From  its  position  it 
was  well  swept  by  breezes  from  either  side, 
and  though  the  sun  was  hot,  the  sense  of 
space  and  uplifting  was  inspiriting.  The 
mere  consciousness  of  overlooking  that 
valley  in  which  they  had  so  long  been 
penned  being  in  itself  an  exhilaration. 
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It  was  SO  small  that  there  was  no  possi- 
bility of  its  containing  any  but   the  abso- 
lutely necessary  inmates,  so  that  the  Colonel 
and  young  Mordaunt  had  settled  to  return 
to  Ponte  a  Serraglio.     The  latter,  with  a 
boy's  abhorrence  of  anythimg  painful,  was 
eager  to  get  away  at  once.     Hadn't  they 
better  be  off  ?  he  asked,  almost  immediately 
after  their  arrival.     To  this  the  other  de- 
murred ;  he  wanted,  he  said,  to  wait  a  little 
longer  and  see  how  matters  went  on.    Find- 
ing after  a  while  that  there  seemed  really 
nothing  for  either  of  them  to  do,  he  agreed 
to  start,  and  they  set  off  towards  the  woods. 
They  had  passed  the  little  irregular  line 
of  houses,  and  come  to  where  the  advanced 
guard  of  chestuut-trees  lifted  their  multi- 
tudinous palms.     Here  John  halted  again, 
loath  to  go,  though  without  any  excuse  for 
remaining.      Young   Mordaunt   halted  be- 
cause he  did,  and  they  stood  looking  down 
into  the  steep  green  gulf  below.     It  was  so 
still  that  they  could  hear  the  minute  babble 
of  a  tiny  rivulet,  slipping  down  at  the  rate 
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apparently  of  some  six  drops  at  a  time ;  a 
tree  fluttered  under  the  caress  of  the  light 
capricious  breeze,  and  up  the  half-veiled 
incline  the  hollow  tolHng  of  a  bell,  ''  Ding- 
dong  ;  dong,  dong,  dong,  dong ! "  broke 
upon  the  stillness. 

All  at  once  it  was  invaded  by  a  nearer 
note,  a  sound  of  sobbing,  a  woman's  voice 
weeping  bitterly,  the  voice  of  one  in 
vehement  distress,  who  refuses  to  be  com- 
forted. 

"  Somebody  seems  in  a  bad  way,"  young 
Mordaunt  observed,  Hstening. 

"Yes,  some  one  belonging  to  the  village, 
I  suppose,"  the  Colonel  answered. 

They  listened  again.  The  sound  came 
nearer  and  nearer.  They  could  now  hear 
broken  w^ords  mingling  with  the  sobs. 

"That's  not  an  Italian  voice  !  "  Mordaunt 
exclaimed  suddenly.  "I'll  stake  my  life 
that  was  an  English  sniff!  "  he  added,  with 
a  laugh. 

He  had  hardly  spoken,  before  a  group 
broke  from  the  cover,  passed  the  corner  of 
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the  wood,  and  approached  towards  them. 
The  central  figure  of  this  group  was  a 
stout,  middle-aged  lady,  mounted  upon  a 
donkey,  two  men,  one  evidently  a  courier, 
walking  beside  her.  John  Lawrence  was 
stricken  with  instant  and  overwhelming 
compunction,  though  he  had  not  been  the 
one  to  laugh,  for  in  the  lady  before  him 
he  recognized  Mrs.  Gathers. 

She  on  her  side  at  once  perceived  him, 
and  flung  out  her  arms  as  if  she  would  have 
flung  herself  down  then  and  there  at  his 
feet. 

*'  Major  Lawrence  !  Major  Lawrence  ! 
Oh !  Major  Lawrence,  come  and  speak  to 
me!  Tell  me  it  isn't  true!  Quick,  quick, 
quick,  tell  me  it  is  not  true — say  that  he's 
not  going  to  die !  Oh,  my  God !  what  am 
I  saying  ?  It  can't ;  it  shan't !  It  never 
could  be!  Die?  My  beautiful  boy!  my 
Algernon !  my  only  one !  Who  is  there 
like  him  ?  so  clever,  so  handsome ;  such  a 
beautiful  scholar !  He  sent  me  word  not 
to  come,  but  that  was  his  thoughtfulness — 
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he  is  always  so  good  to  his  poor  mother ! 
I  couldn't  keep  away  any  longer,  I  couldn't 
indeed !  Major  Lawrence,  don't  turn  your 
head  like  that !  Speak  to  me  ;  tell  me  that 
it  is  not  true  !  They  said  at  the  hotel  he 
was  dying,  but  that  was  their  stupidity ; 
how  should  they  know  ?  Oh  !  Major  Law- 
rence, T  have  always  Hked  you,  and  I  will 
love  you  for  ever  and  ever,  if  you  will  only 
say  that  it  is  not  true  !  Just  one  word,  one 
little,  little  w^ord  !  Major  Lawrence  !  Major 
Lawrence  !  " 

Poor  John  !  what  could  he  say  ?  Young 
Mordaunt,  stricken  with  confusion,  unable 
to  bear  the  jiainfulness  of  the  scene,  had 
fled  at  the  first  word.  Happily,  the  poor 
thing  was  too  excited  to  wait  for  an  answer. 

'*'  Why  don't  they  send  for  more  doctors  ?  " 
she  began  again  immediately.  "  Why 
doesn't  Eleanor  send  for  more  ?  Why 
doesn't  she  send  for  Sir  Jonah  Bates  ? 
Tell  her  to  make  him  come  at  once !  If 
it  cost  a  thousand  pounds,  twenty  thousand, 
a  hundred  thousand  ^^ounds — what  does  it 
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matter  !  What  is  the  money  in  comparison 
with  my  son  Algernon's  life  ?  Major  Law- 
rence, you  are  kind,  you  are  clever  !  Think  ! 
think  !  Find  something  that  will  save  him  ! 
You  must !     You  shall !  " 

She  had  got  off  the  donkey,  had  run  up 
to  him,  and  was  clinging  to  his  arm  with 
both  hands,  gazing  up  at  him  as  if  de- 
termined to  wrest  comfort  by  main  force 
out  of  his  face,  her  own  kindly  simple  face 
streaming  with  disregarded  tears.  His 
heart  was  torn  with  pity.  Whatever  min- 
gling of  emotions  there  might  be  elsewhere, 
there  was  at  least  none  here.  Pure,  tender- 
hearted, heart-broken  mother's  love  alone 
was  present.  Poor  mother's  love !  What 
could  he  or  all  the  doctors  in  Christendom 
gathered  together  on  the  spot  do  now  to 
spare  it  one  pang  ? 

She  turned  suddenly,  as  if  unable  to  bear 
the  pity  in  his  eyes.  "Where  is  he? 
Where  is  my  son  ?  Why  have  they  brought 
him  up  to  this  wild  outlandish  place  ?  "  she 
cried.     ''  Take  me  to  him ;  take  me  to  him 
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at  once,  Major  Lawrence,  please.  Oh,  Al- 
gernon, my  son !  Who  cares  for  you  as 
your  poor  mother  cares  ?  What  have  I 
done?  Other  women  have  many  sons, 
I  have  only  one,  my  beautiful  clever  boy 
that  I  was  so  proud  of.  What  is  God 
thinking  of?  Has  He  no  pity?  Is  He 
such  a  heartless  God  that  He  ivants  to  kill 
my  son  ?  " 

He  led  her  pitifully  to  the  house,  saying 
he  hardly  knew  what.  Then  left  her,  and 
went  to  call  Lady  Eleanor.  She  would 
know,  he  felt  certain  what  to  do.  If  any 
one  could  soothe  the  poor  distracted  creature 
it  would  be  her. 

She  came  out  a  moment  later,  bringing 
the  subdued  aspect  of  the  sick  room  into 
the  dazzling  daylight.  Mrs.  Gathers  tottered 
a  few  steps  forward  and  caught  at  her  sleeve, 
looking  up  at  her  with  piteously  distended 
eyss.  The  first  volubility  of  her  despair 
was  already  quenched.  She  could  only 
look  the  question  she  no  longer  dared  to 
put. 
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Eleanor  did  not  speak  either.  She  opened 
her  arms,  and  took  the  poor  thing  into 
them,  holding  her  closer  and  closer.  There 
had  never  been  much  intimacy  between 
them ;  their  unhkeness,  many  small  social 
differences  had  created  barriers.  Now,  how- 
ever, all  barriers  were  broken  down.  They 
were  mother  and  daughter  simply  and 
solely.  One  in  their  trouble,  one  in  their 
love,  one  henceforward  always. 

John  Lawrence  went  away  immediately, 
and  left  them  there  together.  When  he 
had  got  a  little  way  from  the  house,  young 
Mordaunt  came  stealing  out  of  some 
bushes.  His  face  was  quite  pale  with 
dismay. 

*'  I  say,  do  you  think  she  heard  me  ?  "  he 
asked  in  a  tone  of  awe.  "  Good  Lord,  I 
hope  she  didn't  hear  me  laugh !  What  a 
beastly  callous  brute  she  must  have  thought 
me,  if  she  did  !  You  don't  think  she  heard, 
eh.  Colonel,  do  you  ?  " 

John  tried  to  console  him  by  assuring 
him  that  the  poor  thing  was  past  attending 
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to  any  tiling  except  her  own  trouble.  He 
was  not  easily  to  be  consoled,  however. 
His  dismay  even  took  the  form  of  com- 
punction for  not  being  able  to  sympathize 
with  that  desperate  grief. 

"  It  does  seem  a  beastly  shame  not  feeling 
sorrier  for  him,  poor  chap !  "  he  said, 
glancing  back  to  the  house  with  an  air  of 
contrition.  "  I  wish,  upon  my  soul,  T  did  ! 
I  otight,  I  know.  After  all,  he  is  an  awfully 
near  relation.  And  Eleanor — and  now  this 
poor  thing  !  Ton  my  Kfe,  it  makes  one  feel 
a  regular  brute !  If  one  doesn't  feel  sorry, 
though,  how  the  devil  is  one  to  make  one's 
self  so  ?  "  he  added,  with  a  sort  of  mystified 
irritation. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Yes,  and  it  was  in  that  fact  that  the  special 
tragedy  of  this  death-bed  lay.  His  wife  and 
his  mother  apart,  no  one  was  sorry ;  not  a 
single  soul  of  those  who  knew  him  cared 
one  jot  whether  he  lived  or  died.  There 
was  not  even  much  pretence.  The  servants 
went  about  with  decorously  elongated  faces  ; 
Dr.  Mulligan  had  a  responsible  physician's 
cares  and  anxieties ;  John  Lawrence  and 
young  Mordaunt  walked  daily  up  and  down 
the  long  slope  to  inquire ;  acquaintances 
wrote  reams  of  condolences ;  every  one,  in 
short,  did  everything  that  was  incumbent, 
but  that  was  all.  Seeing  that  he  was 
doomed,  it  was  perhaps  as  well,  and  yet 
surely  a  death  that  is  scarcely  mourned  at 


THE  CURTAIN  FALLS.  205 

all,  is  an  immeasurably  more  tragic  thing 
than  a  death  that  is  mourned  by  thousands  ? 
John  Lawrence  found  the  condolences 
haixi  work.  The  village  people  of  Lugliano 
especially  were  untiring  in  inquiries  and 
expressions  of  friendly  sympathy.  It  was 
quite  a  great  event,  a  sort  of  melancholy 
festivity  to  them.  This  magnificent  Signore 
— so  young,  rich,  handsome,  with  his  wife, 
and  child,  and  doctor,  his  maid-servants  and 
men-servants,  and  everything  that  the  heart 
could  desire  !  For  such  a  one  to  die  was 
to  bring  the  underlying  equality  of  rich  and 
poor — not  always  an  easy  matter  to  believe 
in — into  highly  edifying  relief.  They  could 
not  help  feeling,  for  instance,  that  it  was 
a  more  affecting  spectacle  than  that  of 
Tomaso  Botti's  wife,  who  was  also  dying 
of  consumption,  and  who  would  leave  a 
husband  and  four  small  children  to  lament 
her.  Poor  Marianetta  Botti !  they  knew 
her  well;  a  more  industrious,  faithful  soul 
never  breathed,  nor  a  better  wife.  Still, 
she  was  only  the  same  as  themselves,  and 


206  MAJOR  LAWPxENCE,  F.L.S. 

had  tended  her  little  plot  of  vineyard,  and 
led  her  goats  to  pasture  as  long  as  she 
could  move,  and  now  was  lying  in  the  httle, 
dark,  unplastered  cabin,  waiting  for  that 
summons  which  seemed  so  long  in  coming. 
How  different  from  this  milordo,  on  his  soft 
bed,  with  all  his  comforts  and  luxuries  ! 
Yet  perhaps  the  same  coach  would  be  sent 
for  both,  they  said  to  one  another,  not 
without  a  natural  rehsh  in  so  interesting  a 
conjunction. 

John  Lawrence  took  great  pains  to  evade 
these  kindly  demonstrations.  He  felt 
ashamed  of  them ;  they  seemed  to  make 
a  hypocrite  of  him,  seeing  that,  like  young 
Mordaunt,  he  could  not  profess  to  be  sorry. 
There  were  moments,  indeed,  when  he  felt 
inclined  to  show  openly  that  he  was  the 
reverse,  if  only  by  way  of  vindicating  his 
honesty.  Practically,  however,  he  did  not 
do  so.  That  invisible  Potentate,  whose 
sign-manual  none  of  us  dare  openly  flout, 
restrained  him,  and  he  doffed  his  cap  to  it 
like  the  rest.     Inwardly,  however,  his  sense 
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of  emancipation  was  complete.  It  was 
better,  far  better,  that  be  should  die  !  who, 
he  asked  himself,  could  doubt  it  ?  What 
happiness,  what  peace  even,  could  she  look 
to  were  he  to  recover  ?  It  was  not  merely 
that  he  was  heartless,  selfish,  unfaithful 
even — the  Colonel  was  not  more  exacting 
in  his  standard  of  masculine  virtue  than 
another,  and  he  had  encountered  similar 
failings  before.  It  w^as  nothing  positive, 
in  fact,  so  much  as  what  was  negative.  It 
was  the  innate  hollowness  of  the  man.  Tap 
him  where  you  would,  he  rang  unsound. 
There  was  not  a  point,  not  even  a  defect, 
upon  which  you  could  lay  a  finger  and  say, 
''  Here  at  least  is  solid  ground."  Such  a 
union  as  his  and  hers  what  was  it  in  its 
essence  but  the  union  between  the  living 
and  the  dead?  Life  is  growth,  and  there 
was  no  growth  in  him,  and  had  his  life  been 
prolonged — yea,  to  the  age  of  the  patriarchs 
— there  never  would  have  been.  Character, 
the  ethical  side  of  humanity,  was  to  all 
practical  purposes  absolutely  non-exisLent. 
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It  was  only  when  he  encountered  poor 
Mrs.  Gathers — a  shock  which  with  true 
manly  cowardice  he  avoided  as  much  as 
possible — that  he  relented.  Pity  then  got 
the  upper  hand.  The  poor  thing's  wild 
despair  was  enough  to  move  the  pity  of  any 
creature  born  of  woman.  Long  as  it  had 
been  foreseen  by  others,  to  her  it  was  the 
inconceivable,  the  utterly  impossible,  that 
was  happening.  She  was  too  good  and 
pious,  perhaps  too  matter-of-fact,  for  that 
wild  sense  of  revolt  which  longs  at  any  cost 
to  avenge  itself,  which  would  discharge  its 
unavailing  bolts  against  the  smiling  heavens 
themselves.  Astonishment  was  her  pre- 
vailing feeling,  a  wonder  that  the  earth  and 
stars,  the  round  sun  itself  could  gaze  un- 
moved upon  so  inconceivable  a  consumma- 
tion. She  seemed  to  those  about  her  to  shrink 
and  pine  from  hour  to  hour,  collapsing  like 
some  air-plant  whose  patron  root  is  dying, 
and  which  as  a  consequence  shares  its  doom. 

There  are  natures  which  in  all  tenderness 
can  only  be  described  as  parasitic;  which 
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are  as  absolutely  dependent  upon  another  as 
the  cytinus  of  Italian  pine  woods  is  depen- 
dent upon  the  cistus  on  which  it  feeds. 
From  the  moment  of  her  son's  birth  Mrs. 
Gather's  whole  life,  habits,  tastes,  pride, 
happiness,  had  been  formed,  concentrated 
upon,  centred  in  this  one  object.  She  could 
hardly  be  said  to  have  any  separate  existence, 
so  absolute  had  been  the  identification.  No 
more  touching  proof  of  this  could  be  found 
than  her  dress — the  very  Palladium  of  simple 
feminine  souls  like  hers — the  last  spot  of 
conscious  self-judgment  they  ever  willingly 
abrogate.  Mrs.  Gathers  had  even  abrogated 
this.  From  the  moment  that  Algernon- 
bitten  like  other  young  men  with  the  electi- 
cisms  of  his  day — had  joined  the  standard  of 
aesthetic  revolt,  and  proclaimed  his  abhor- 
rence of  all  prevailing  modes  of  apparel,  Mrs. 
Gathers  had  submitted.  She  had  followed 
in  his  wake  as  a  faithful  recruit  follows  his 
officer  to  the  battle-field,  had  laid  down  her 
taste  at  his  feet,  as  she  might  have  laid  her 
life,  and  accepted  his  in  its  place  without  a 
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murmur.  She  would  have  worn  poke- 
bonnets  or  white-linen  caps  for  the  rest  of 
her  natural  life,  had  Algernon  taken  it  into 
his  head  to  become  a  Quaker  or  a  Cowley 
brother.  What  she  had  worn  was  scarcely 
less  abhorrent  to  the  natural  woman.  As 
for  any  reason  or  object  for  these — to  her 
unaccountable — aberrations  she  had  not  a 
notion.  Algernon  preferred  them,  as  he 
preferred  many  unaccountable  things,  and 
that  was  enough.  Why  he  preferred  them, 
she  had  no  more  pretensions  to  know  than 
the  weather-cock  upon  the  steeple  pretends 
to  know  or  to  share  the  inmost  councils  of 
Eolus. 

And  now  the  authority  upon  which  she 
had  formed  herself  was  slipping  from  her, 
the  prop  on  which  she  had  leaned  was  falling 
to  the  ground,  and  the  poor  maternal  para- 
site, what,  in  pity's  name,  was  to  become  of 
her  ?  Where  was  she  to  turn,  and  what  was 
she  to  do  ?  Henceforward  to  all  intents  and 
purposes  her  life  was  over  and  done  with, 
more  piteous  indeed  than  were  it  so,  seeing 
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that  a  thing  which  is  doomed  but  still  lives 
is  a  sadder  one  by  far  than  where  the  struggle 
is  already  past.  Had  some  form  of  maternal 
sutteeism  been  in  force  there  is  little  doubt 
she  would  have  accepted  it,  would  have 
followed  her  Algernon  to  the  tomb  just  as 
she  would  have  followed  him  in  anything 
conceivable  that  he  had  suggested  while 
hving.  Poor  tender  unrequiring  mother ! 
What  wonder  that  the  hearts  of  all  who  saw 
her  in  those  days  bled  when  they  thought  of 
her  future  ? 

The  Colonel  was  a  good  deal  puzzled  about 
his  little  friend  Jan.  Had  any  realization  of 
her  father's  peril  presented  itself  to  her  small 
mind  ?  he  wondered.  He  had  not  seen  much 
of  her  lately,  so  had  not  had  any  opportunity 
of  talking  to  or  being  questioned  by  her. 
The  next  time,  however,  he  went  to  the 
villa,  she  suddenly  sprang  up  from  a  window- 
siU  upon  which  she  had  curled  herself  to 
wait  for  her  mother.  It  was  in  a  passage 
near  the  sick-room  and  was  kept  dark,  tlie 
jpersiennes  being  tightly  drawn.     The  child 
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looked  more  like  a  little  gnome  than  ever,  in 
the  dim  light,  penetrated  here  and  there  by 
thin  threads  of  sunshine,  her  mop  of  fair  hair 
stood  on  end  like  the  wig  of  an  electrical 
doll,  and  her  thin  arms  waved  excitedly,  as 
she  seized  him  by  the  flap  of  his  coat. 

"  Colonel  Lamie  !  Colonel  Laurie!  Pleath 
I  want  to  ask  you  zumthing.  Where  is 
Fadie  going?  "  she  enquired  eagerly. 

"Going?"  The  Colonel  stopped  short. 
What  had  the  child  heard  ?  he  wondered. 
How  much  did  she  know  ?  "  What  do  you 
mean,  Jan  dear  ?  "  he  asked  gently. 

"I  heard  Peacock,  Muddle's  maid,  tell 
Cox  zat  he  was  going — going  fast — and  I 
want  to  know  where  he  ith  going  to  ?  " 

Never  the  readiest  of  men,  the  enquiry 
found  the  Colonel  unprepared  with  a  reply. 
Jan  took  advantage  of  his  hesitation. 

"  Becauth  I  thought  per-w^aps  it  was  to 
En-ger-land  he  was  going?  "  she  continued 
in  her  little  shrill  deliberate  voice,  with  its 
conscientiously  emphasized  pronunciation. 
"  And  I  thought  if  he  was  going  vezy  far — 
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vezy  far  indeed — I  would  wather  he  went 
than  Muddie.     Wouldn't  you  ?  " 

If  the  first  question  was  a  difficult  one  to 
answer,  the  second  was  a  poser  indeed ! 
Twice  the  Colonel  tried  to  find  a  reply,  and 
both  times  failed.  The  alternative  the 
child's  question  put  before  him  was  too 
startling,  it  literally  unmanned  him.  At 
length  he  fairly  turned,  and,  muttering 
something  about  looking  for  her  uncle,  ran 
down  the  stairs  and  out  into  the  garden, 
leaving  Jan — a  long  thread  of  sunlight 
entangling  itself  in  her  web  of  yellow  hair- 
gazing  after  him  with  an  expression  of 
surprised  displeasure. 

He  kept  away  after  this  for  several  days. 
There  was  nothing  for  him  to  do,  he  told 
himself,  and  there  was  something  ghoul- 
like in  hanging  vaguely  about  the  precincts 
of  the  sick-room.  One  evening,  about  a 
week  later,  he  and  young  Mordauut  had 
come  back  from  a  long  walk  on  the  hills, 
and  the  impulse  took  him  about  bedtime  to 
wander  out  again  in  the  direction  of  Lug- 
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liano.  It  was  a  delicious  night — delicions, 
that  is,  for  all  who  were  not  called  to  spend 
it  in  a  rather  stuffy  hedroom.  Soon  he  was 
in  the  wood,  under  the  great  cathedral-like 
roof  of  chestnut-trees,  which  made  an  almost 
continuous  dome  over  his  head.  Emerging 
into  an  open  space  not  far  helow  the 
summit,  the  whole  forest  world  seemed  to 
lie  like  a  map  around  him,  a  sea  of  tree- 
tops,  melting  indistinguishahly  one  into 
another,  tossed  into  steeper  curves  and 
sharper  descent  than  ever  Atlantic  billows 
in  their  wildest,  rolling  up  and  up,  till  they 
culminated  in  the  steep  serrated  ridge 
where  the  watch  towers  of  Bargilio  showed 
grey  against  the  greyness. 

The  sense  of  stillness  was  extraordinary  ; 
the  gravity  of  night ;  the  peculiar  sanctity 
of  solitude.  If  ever  there  was  a  night  to 
carry  a  man's  thoughts  into  the  silent 
mystery,  into  the  very  soul  of  things,  this 
was  one.  Our  thouglits,  however,  are  for 
the  most  part  a  mixed  and  froward  flock, 
high   and   low,  good   and   bad,  jostle   one 
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another  in  our  brains,  as  the  Tnppers  and 
Shakespeares,  the  Fenelons  and  Feuille- 
tonists jog  elbows  in  our  bookshelves.  To- 
night our  sober  friend  was  in  a  restless 
mood,  carried  out  of  his  usual  self  by  some 
unaccountable  exhilaration,  some  feeling  of 
anticipation,  due  probably  to  the  night,  to 
the  soft  thick  southern  dusk,  to  the  in- 
toxicating scent  of  the  chestnut-trees,  to 
the  whole  environment  and  atmosphere, 
since  what  exciting  or  interesting  was  likely 
to  befall  him  on  that  sad  hill  top  ?  Of  all 
inappropriate  melodies,  too,  nothing  but  the 
well-worn  strains  of  Moore's  bacchanalian 
love-song  must  choose  to  make  a  lodgment 
to-night  in  his  not  very  musical  brain. 
"The  young  May  moon  is  beaming,  love, 
the  glow-worm's  light  is  gleaming,  love  " — 
over  and  over  again,  for  no  reason  that  he 
could  imagine,  that  demon  of  a  tune  would 
break  out,  like  some  impish  crowd  that  will 
have  its  fling,  no  matter  w^ho  may  be  dead 
or  dying !  When  he  got  near  the  villa  he 
thought  that  he  had  got  the  better  of  it,  but 
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just  as  lie  was  reaching  the  gate  it  suddenly 
broke  out  again  in  a  new  place.  "  And  the 
best  of  aU  ways  to  lengthen  our  days,  is 
to  steal  a  few  hours  from  the  night,  my 
love!" 

He  was  very  nearly  turning  back,  he  was 
so  scandalized  !  It  was  not  audible,  it  is 
true,  yet  the  silence  seemed  to  be  ringing 
with  its  indecorous  levity,  the  funereal 
cypress  overhead  to  be  pointing  horrified 
fingers  upwards  with  an  air  of  sanctified 
reprobation ! 

He  went  on  after  a  while,  treading  his 
way  along  the  narrow  footpath,  where  the 
cypresses  hardly  left  room  to  pass.  When 
he  came  to  the  front  of  the  house  he 
stood  still,  looking  upwards.  A  door  was 
open  upon  a  small  wooden  balcony, 
and  through  the  aperture  came  a  dull 
stream  of  yellow  light.  Some  one  was 
standing  upon  the  balcony,  a  woman  by 
the  dress,  but  a  shadow  from  one  of  the 
trees  fell  across  her,  so  that  it  was  im- 
possible to  make  out  who  it  was.    Presently, 
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however,  she  moved  and  Hfted  her  head, 
and  then  he  saw  that  it  was  Lady  Eleanor. 

His  heart  began  to  beat  and  vibrate  with 
great  thick  thuds ;  a  sort  of  vertigo,  born  of 
the  southern  night,  seemed  to  overtake  and 
envelop  him,  and  he  half  lifted  his  arms 
towards  her.  She,  too,  saw  him  suddenly, 
and  started  a  little,  but,  after  a  moment's 
hesitation,  beckoned  to  him  to  stay  where 
he  was,  and,  leaving  the  balcony,  came 
slowly  down  a  little  outside  staircase,  which 
led  into  the  garden,  her  white  dress  and 
white  face  making  her  a  ghostly  enough 
visitant  for  those  dim  reaches  of  the  moon. 

"  Speak  low,"  she  said,  when  she  had 
joined  him,  "  Mrs.  Gathers  has  just  fallen 
asleep.  Poor  thing,  she  is  so  tired  !  She 
has  worn  herself  out  with  hope,  and  yet — 
yet,  perhaps  it  is  better  for  her  that  she  can 
hope." 

"  And  you  ?  "  he  said  tenderly.  Had  his 
life  depended  on  it  he  could  not  at  that 
moment  have  helped  the  tenderness  of  his 
tone ;  her  face  touched  him  inex23ressibly. 
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It  was  SO  wan,  and  weak,  and  white,  the 
pale  eyeHds  seeming  hardly  able  to  retain 
their  places  above  the  weary  eyes. 

"  Oh,  I  am  well — enough."  She  paused 
and  sighed  a  little.  "  It  has  been  such  a 
comfort  having  her  here.  She  is  so  good. 
She  talks  to  him  of  what  he  did  when  he  was 
a  little  boy,  and  repeats  verses  to  him — little 
verses  he  used  to  learn  about  God  and 
heaven,  and  he  likes  it,  and  listens  gladly. 
I  wish  I  had  thought  of  doing  that  sort  of 
thing  before.  I  don't  know  why  I  didn't. 
Everything  with  me  comes  too  late !  I 
suppose  it  seemed  " — she  hesitated,  and  was 
silent. 

"  A  mockery,"  was  the  word  with  which 
her  hearer  would  have  been  inclined  to  finish 
the  sentence.  He  did  not  do  so,  of  course. 
He  waited  instead,  trying  to  follow  the 
course  her  thoughts  had  taken.  He  was 
startled  and  unprepared,  however,  when  she 
suddenly  broke  out  again,  this  time  in  a 
voice  of  yearning,  unspeakable  pity. 

"He  is  so  young!     Only  twenty-seven! 
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John,  is  it  not  cruel  ?  Think  of  it !  Twenty- 
seven  !  Why,  a  man  of  twenty-seven  may  be 
anything.  His  whole  life  is  still  before  him. 
No  one  can  tell  what  he  maybe.    No  one  !  " 

The  Colonel  was  silent.  It  seemed  to  him 
that  the  lines  of  Algernon  Gathers'  life  had 
been  pretty  accurately  laid  down.  It  was 
not  the  moment  to  say  so,  however. 

"  He  ought  to  have  had  a  different  wife  ; 
that  has  been  his  misfortune  throughout," 
she  went  on.  "  There  is  no  knowing  ivhat 
a  difference  that  might  not  have  made  !  A 
wife  that  would  have  suited  him,  that 
would  have  understood  his  tastes,  and 
sympathized  with  him,  who  w^ould  have 
cared  for  the  same  sort  of  thiugs  as  he 
did  ;  not  a  stupid  headstrong  creature  who 
thought  she  knew  better  than  any  one ! 
Oh  John,  what  a  fool,  what  a  WTetched, 
wretched  fool  one  is  when  one  is  young  ! 

And  to  think "     She  paused,  and  her 

voice  sank  again  to  a  yearning  passionate 
pity,  "  to  think  of  the  harm  that  one  may 
do!" 
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He  uttered  an  ejaculation  of  impatience. 
*'  Don't  talk  like  that,  Lady  Eleanor,"  he 
said,  irritably.  "  You  have  no  right  to  say 
such  things  of  yourself.  You  are  tired  to- 
night, and  overwrought ;  you  cannot  judge 
fairly.  God  knows,  no  human  heing  except 
yourself  could  find  a  shadow  of  blame  to 
throw  at  you  !  Be  just !  Injustice  is  injus- 
tice, even  if  it  is  against  one's  self." 

"  I  know.  It  is  not  that ;  you  do  not 
understand.  I  am  not  blaming  myself 
foolishly  indeed.  I  do  not  say  that — of  late 
— I  have  not  done  what  I  could.  But — oh, 
I  can't  explain,  you  would  never  understand, 
no  one  could ;  it  is  that  he  ought  to  have 
had  a  different  wife  from  the  very  begin- 
ning ;  one  who  would  not  have  imagined 
such  foolish,  impossible  things  at  first,  and 
who  would  have  had  more  patience,  more 
sense  afterwards.  If  only — oh,  if  only  I 
could  have  the  time  again  !  If  only  I  could 
have  foreseen  !     If " 

There  came  a  slight  sound  from  overhead. 
She  stopped  and  hstened.     It  w^as  repeated, 
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and  with  a  motion  of  the  hand  she  ghded 
away  up  the  steps,  and  disappeared  into  the 
house.  He  waited  for  some  time,  thinking 
that  she  might  reappear,  hut  as  she  did  not 
do  so  he  at  last  turned  away  and  walked 
down  the  hill  to  his  hotel. 

His  soul  was  hard  and  sore  within  him. 
A  numbness,  heavy  as  lead,  lay  upon  him  as 
he  walked  along  through  the  moon-stricken 
tree-trunks.  "  She  loves  him,"  he  said  to 
himself.  "In  spite  of  all  he  has  done  to 
cure  her,  she  is  7iot  cured ;  she  loves  him. 
He  will  be  dearer  to  her  dead,  than  ever  he 
could  be  living.  Living,  he  would  have 
revolted  her  hourly  by  his  selfishness,  his 
incapacity  to  understand  the  very  alphabet 
of  anything  noble  or  honest.  Now  she  will 
make  haste  to  forget  all  that.  She  will 
invent  a  touching  fiction,  and  call  it  by  his 
name.  Dying  he  will  be  to  her  for  ever  the 
lover  of  her  youth,  the  one  being  she 
supremely  loved.  Her  generosity  and  mag- 
nanimity will  be  his  shield  and  buckler. 
Once  dead — safe,  therefore,  from  himself — 
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no  other  dart  will  be  able  to  assail  liim.  His 
shrine  will  be  in  the  very  front  of  her  life, 
empty,  but  still  the  symbol  of  all  that  she 
has  loved,  all  that  she  ever  can  love  1  " 

A  sense  of  wrong  and  rankling  injustice 
welled  up  within  him  as  he  walked  along 
under  the  moonlight, — very  type  of  calm 
and  caressing  tenderness.  What  was  the 
use  of  honour,  of  faith,  of  manliness,  he 
asked  himself  bitterly,  if  such  a  one  as  that 
was  allowed  to  quit  the  stage  with  all  the 
honours  of  war  ?  He  could  have  found  it  in 
his  heart  to  drag  Algernon  Gathers  back ;  to 
insist  upon  his  living,  if  only  to  prove  what 
a  hollow  thing  he  was  ;  to  pluck  down  with 
his  own  hand  the  painted  mask  which  would 
henceforth  conceal  his  identity. 

It  was  not  to  be,  however.  For  good  or 
for  bad,  credit  or  discredit,  the  last  act  was 
reached,  the  curtain  all  but  down,  the  man 
about  to  quit  the  stage  in  all  his  stage 
apparel,  knave  or  hero,  king  or  scullion,  vile 
or  noble,  it  mattered  not  perhaps  very  much 
now !     She  must  be  a  gainer.     Yes,  there 
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was  always  that  comfort.  Whatever  the 
future  might  have  in  store  for  her,  she 
could  not  fail  to  be  a  gainer,  as  surely  as 
a  block  of  Parian  gains  by  being  sepa- 
rated from  the  neighbourhood  of  some 
corrosive  metal.  She  would  never  realize 
it,  though.  She  had  loved  him  once,  had 
poured  out  upon  him  the  uncounted  trea- 
sure of  her  love,  and  hers  was  not  a  nature 
to  take  back  the  gift.  The  recipient  might 
be  unworthy,  the  gift  bestowed  under  a 
mistake.  Never  mind.  It  had  been  be- 
stowed, and  that  was  enough.  The  cruel 
torturing  years  of  alienation,  of  growing 
clear-sightedness,  would  all  be  forgotten, 
swept  away  as  though  they  had  never 
existed,  only  the  first  few  months  of  hap- 
piness, only  the  glad  outgoing  of  a  heart 
too  young  and  happy  to  discriminate, 
would  remain.  That  love,  that  memory, 
was  immortal,  and  no  other — however  tried, 
faithful,  enduring — would  ever  be  allowed 
even  remotely  to  approach  its  shrine. 
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CHAPTEE   IV. 

He  did  not  see  lier  again  for  nearly  a  week. 
The  last  struggle,  as  often  happens  in  con- 
sumption, was  a  hard  one ;  hard  upon  the 
sufferer,  but  perhaps  harder  still  upon  those 
who  stood  by.  There  came  an  afternoon, 
however,  when  it  was  known  to  every  one 
that  the  end  had  nearly  come.  Young 
Mordaunt  and  John  Lawrence  were  upon 
the  ridge,  but  did  not  enter  the  villa. 
They  stood  about  the  walks,  not  speaking 
to  one  another,  restless,  uncomfortable. 
The  silence  was  extraordinary.  Every 
breath  seemed  suspended.  One  or  two  of 
the  village  i)eople  had  gathered  near  the 
entrance  and  stood  there  motionless.  Pre- 
sently Dr.  Mulligan  came  to  the  door  for  a 
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moment.     Even  his  ruddy  cheeks  toned  to 
greyness  by  the  last  supreme  struggle. 

"  He  is  conscious,"  he  said.  "  He  opened 
his  eyes  just  now,  and  looked  at  your  sister  " 
— nodding  at  young  Mordaunt.  "He  said 
something — I  can't  swear  what  it  was,  but 
I  think  I  caught  'Forgive.'  Poor  fellow! 
he  is  stronger  than  one  would  believe ; 
nervous  strength.  Well,  it  is  a  hard  job 
however  you  take  it,  and,  however  often 
you  see  it — never  seems  to  get  a  bit  easier ; 
never  will,  I  suppose  !  " — and,  with  a  sigh, 
the  good  man  went  back  to  his  post. 

The  other  two  separated,  by  a  mutual 
impulse  of  unsociability,  a  reflection,  per- 
haps, of  that  instinct  which  causes  the 
stricken  creature  to  seek  a  lonely  hole. 
Young  Mordaunt  strolled  uphill  in  the 
du'ection  of  the  little  chapel ;  John  Law- 
rence wandered  down  the  slope  some  fifty 
yards  or  so  below  the  villa,  and  threw  him- 
self at  full  length  upon  the  edge  of  a  cleared 
space. 

A  sudden  pity — a  pity  which  seenied  for 

VOL.  III.  Q 
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the  moment  to  sweep  away  all  the  choking 
tide  of  anger — was  filling  him  for  this  man 
who  was  nearing  his  end  ;  who  had  won  and 
was  losing  her ;  who  before  the  sunlight  had 
moved  from  yonder  branch  would  possess 
her  no  longer.  It  was  that  loss  more  than 
the  loss  of  life  which  moved  his  pity. 
He  had  not  deserved  her,  had  wronged, 
w^ounded,  outraged  her,  done  everything,  in 
fact,  a  man  ought  not  to  do  ;  but  still — poor 
fellow  !  poor  wretch  ! — he  was  losing  her  ! 

He  tried  to  fix  his  mind  upon  that  point 
to  the  exclusion  of  all  others.  He  had  a 
terror,  a  perfect  dread  and  detestation  of 
any  touch  of  rejoicing  springing  up  now ; 
a  horror  for  that  smug  philosophy  that 
announces  that  all  is  for  the  best — meaning 
for  our  own  best.  What  was  to  be  was  to 
be,  but  God  forbid,  he  said  to  himself 
fervently,  that  he  should  rejoice  now. 

He  had  lain  there  for  perhaps  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour,  soothed  by  the  stillness 
and  the  greenery,  when  a  sound  floated 
down  to  him  from  the  ridge,  a  sound  which 
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to  less  attentive  ears  might  have  been  a 
mere  wailing  of  wind  amongst  the  tree-tops. 
He  hurried  up,  and  five  minutes  later  stood 
with  his  hand  upon  the  latch  of  the  little 
gate.  The  deadly  silence  was  broken ;  there 
was  a  subdued  sound  and  movement  every- 
where perceptible.  Doctor  Mulligan  came 
for  an  instant  to  a  window,  and  nodded  his 
head  significantly ;  he  could  hear  a  moving 
to  and  fro  of  feet,  an  opening  and  shutting 
of  doors,  but  over  every  other  sound  came 
the  one  which  he  had  heard  below,  now 
grown  louder,  the  wailing  of  a  creature  in 
anguish ;  inarticulate,  terrible,  uncontrol- 
lable. It  tore  into  the  hearts  of  ail  who 
heard  it,  that  supreme  expression  of  im- 
potent agony,  hardly  human  in  its  self- 
abandonment.  It  seemed  to  ring,  vibrate, 
beat  in  its  passionate  misery  all  about  the 
silence ;  the  woods,  the  walls,  the  very  air 
to  be  filled  with  the  heart-piercing  clamour. 
At  last  it  died  away,  changing  first  to  wild 
sobbings  and  moaniugs,  then  ceasing  sud- 
denly, as  if  the  merciful  hand  of  unconscious- 
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ness  had  been  laid  upon  the  sufferer's  eyes. 
The  further  windows  had  been  opened  for 
additional  air,  and  against  the  light  John 
LawTence  could  see  Lady  Eleanor  and  the 
doctor  bending  over  a  prostrate  figure  which 
they  were  helping  to  lift  and  carry  from  the 
room.  The  poor  mother's  hopes  had  given 
way  at  last.  Hope  may  be  an  angel,  but 
it  is  one  which  carries  a  spear,  and  when  it 
leaves  it  often  kills. 

John  Lawrence's  heart  was  full  of  pity ; 
nevertheless  after  the  first  minute — once 
those  cries  of  agony  were  out  of  his  ears — 
his  thoughts  turned  with  the  precision  of  a 
magnet  to  a  yet  more  pressing  preoccupa- 
tion. How  was  she  feeling  ?  Was  her 
heart,  too,  torn  with  an  agony  wbich  only 
regard  for  others,  only  the  stoicism  of  self- 
restraint,  prevented  her  from  showing  in 
the  same  fashion  ?  He  had  a  wild  deshe  to 
rush  into  the  house — into  the  very  chamber 
of  death — to  take  her  by  the  hand,  look  into 
her  eyes,  assert  his  own  claim — an  older, 
a  better  claim,  he  felt,  than  that  of  the  man 
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who  was  lying  dead  upon  the  bed,  whose 
ring  was  upon  her  finger.     It  was  an  impos- 
sible impulse  to  follow,  an  impossible  right 
to  claim.     He   must   be  patient,    he   must 
forbear,  he  must  wait.      Wait !     Torturing 
lesson,  slowest  of  all  lessons  to  be  learnt, 
even  by  women  who  have  had  millenniums 
to  do  it  in.     He  turned  away,  sick,  cold, 
aching  with  the  sense  of  his  own  impotence. 
Happily  there  were  other  things  to  do. 
After  the  long  inaction  every  one  sprang  to 
sudden  activity.     Italian  law  is  sharp  and 
stern,  and  whatever  had  to  be  done  must  be 
done  at  once.     John  Lawrence  and  young 
Mordaunt  hurried  away  in  different  direc- 
tions.    A  messenger  was  sent  to  Lucca  to 
see  that  all   was  in  readiness.      Finally  it 
was  decided  that  they  should  go  on  in  front, 
so  as  to  smooth  the  way  as  much  as  possible. 
Mrs.  Gathers'  condition  was  a  serious  em- 
barrassment.    The  poor  thing  passed  from 
one  state  of  unconsciousness  to  another,  the 
intervals  being  filled  with  plaints,  sobs,  and 
wild  appeals  to  her  son  to  come  to  her,  to 
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speak  one  word,  only  one  little  word  to  his 
poor   mother;    she  wouldn't   detain   him — 
indeed  she  wouldn't !     Her  mind,  worn  by 
the  prolonged  strain,  seemed  to  have  sud- 
denly given  way  completely.     So  enfeebled 
was  it  that  the  doctor  seriously  doubted  the 
possibility  of  moving  her,  and  suggested  her 
being  left  where  she  was  until  she  was  a 
little  recovered.     She  was  aware,  however, 
that   her  son  was  being   moved,  and,  that 
being    the   case,   it    was    impossible,   they 
found,   to  persuade  her  to  remain  behind, 
indeed,  there  seemed  a  cruelty  in  the  bare 
suggestion.      Fortunately,   as   long   as  she 
was  only  allowed  to  go,  in  all  else  she  was 
docility  itself.     Her  natural  submissiveness 
seemed  to  be  even  increased  by  her  mental 
weakness  ;  it  was  as  if,  in  following  her  son 
to  the  grave,  she  felt  herself  still  under  his 
direction,  still  obeying  the  voice  which,  ever 
since  it  could  articulate,  had  been  to  her  as 
the  voice  of  Heaven.     In  the  train  she  sat 
all  day  gazing  at  a  spot  a  little  in  advance 
of  the  windows,  never  speaking,  evidently 
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seeing  and  heeding  nothing.  When  night 
came,  they  could  not  induce  her  to  lie  down, 
it  seemed  as  if  she  feared  to  interrupt  her 
journey  by  so  doing.  She  sat  and  sat 
unweariedly,  till  the  long  darkness  wore 
away,  and  the  sun  again  shone  pitilessly 
upon  their  travel-worn  faces.  Paris ;  then 
another  eye-wearying  stretch  of  daylight, 
followed  by  the  noise  and  jar  of  the  em- 
barkation ;  then  the  paler  sunshine,  the 
green  fields  speckled  with  that  universal 
smuttiness  which  to  all  newly-arrived  eyes 
seems  to  be  rapidly  overwhelming  the  whole 
of  England  ;  London,  a  blur  and  a  rattle  ;  a 
few  hours'  rest,  and  then  on  and  on  again, 
till  the  broad  fields  and  familiar  red-brown 
banks  of  Devonshire  were  at  length  around 
them. 

At  the  Eedcome  station  John  Lawrence 
met  the  party.  It  was  the  first  time  he  had 
seen  Lady  Eleanor  since  the  evening  of  her 
husband's  death,  and  he  had  looked  forward 
to  the  meeting  as  a  clue  to  what  she  was 
feehng.      Now  that   he  saw  her,  however, 
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lier  face  was  an  enigma.  It  was  full  of  pain, 
and  wan  as  the  face  of  one  who  watches 
still  beside  the  dead,  yet  it  did  not  look  as 
if  she  had  been  crying,  at  any  rate,  not 
recently.  It  was  a  grief  that  seemed  to 
enclose  and  underlay  the  personal  one ;  to 
have  passed  through  the  earlier  passionate, 
convulsive  stage,  which  fights  and  struggles 
and  cries  aloud  in  its  misery,  and  to  have 
entered  into  the  secondary  one — the  stage 
where  trouble  becomes  no  longer  an  invader, 
but  an  abiding  presence,  a  grim  house-guest, 
the  sharer  of  a  lifetime.  It  was  a  phase 
which  he  felt — and  resented  as  he  did  so — 
might  remain  always,  might  remain  even  if 
it  came  to  be  overlaid  with  joy. 

She  hardly  spoke  to  him  except  to  utter  a 
brief  word  of  thanks  for  the  care  which  had 
smoothed  their  journey.  All  her  thoughts 
seemed  to  be  concentrated  upon  Mrs. 
Gathers.  There  was  too,  as  she  attended 
to  her  wants,  the  same  vaguely  penitential 
expression,  the  same  air  of  secret  remorse, 
which  had  so  often  exasperated  him  when 
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directed  towards  her  husband.  He  turned 
with  an  impulse  of  impatience  to  Jan,  who 
sprang  eagerly  out  of  the  carriage  to  meet 
her  friend,  and  whose  small  face,  with  its 
aureole  of  bleached  hair,  looked  as  satis- 
factorily self-possessed  and  unemotional  as 
ever.  Children,  after  all,  were  the  only 
rational  and  natural  creatures,  he  said  to 
himseK  irritably.  Others — women  especi- 
ally— even  the  best  and  noblest,  were  apt 
sooner  or  later  to  take  on  a  pose.  It  might 
be  the  most  inevitable  of  poses,  but  still  it 
was  one.  Their  circumstances  laid  hands 
upon  them,  and  twisted  them  insensibly. 
They  felt  what  they  conceived  they  ought 
to  feel,  until  at  last  they  grew  to  be  what 
they  wished  in  the  first  instance  they  really 
were. 

It  was  an  unwonted  ebullition  of  im- 
patience, a  breath  upon  the  mirror  of  his 
loyalty,  and  he  had  the  grace  to  feel  a  little 
ashamed  of  himself  the  next  minute.  Did 
he  seriously  expect,  that  with  her  husband 
not  a  week  dead,  not  yet  laid  in  the  grave. 
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that  slie  was  to  dress  herself  in  smiles  to 
meet  him  ?  Whether  she  were  bleeding 
inwardly  to  death,  or  whether  Peace,  the 
white-winged,  was  already  beginning  to 
flutter  before  her  windows,  outwardly  it 
would  be  the  same.  Decency,  self-resj)ect 
— that  pity  which  was  the  rock,  he  knew, 
on  which  all  else  with  her  rested — made  it 
inevitable.  He  knew  all  this  of  course  ;  he 
knew,  in  short,  that  he  was  unreasonable, 
but  has  that  ever  yet  hindered  man  or 
woman  from  being  so  ? 
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CHAPTER  V. 

His  duties  as  escort  done,  the  Colonel  went 
back  to  his  own  cottage.  He  did  not  even 
wait  for  the  funeral.  There  were  plenty  of 
other  people  to  stand  around  Algernon 
Cathers'  grave.  Lord  Helmersdale  had 
arrived,  also  other  relations  and  connec- 
tions down  to  the  remotest  of  kin,  all  eager 
to  take  their  part.  He  had  done  his.  If 
further  service  lay  in  the  future,  it  was  not 
yet  due. 

He  remained  in  that  briny  retreat  for 
nearly  a  week,  then  one  day  walked  over 
the  ridge  to  see  Lady  Mordaunt. 

She  was  sitting  where  he  had  seen  her 
last,  but  more  erect  and  with  a  better 
colour. 
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"WeU,  John!  Well,  John!"  she  said 
as  he  entered  the  room.  Then,  after  a 
moment,  "  So,  it  is  over !  " 

"Yes,  it  is  all  over  at  last,"  he  answered, 
sitting  down  beside  her. 

"  Poor  fellow  !  One  must  say  poor  fellow 
now — mustn't  one  ?  It  doesn't  seem  ten 
minutes  since  we  were  talking  of  him  before, 
does  it?" 

He  nodded,  and  she  too  was  silent  a 
while.  Suddenly  a  spark  of  the  old  whim- 
sical light  came  into  her  eyes.  "  Do  you 
know  I  feel  as  if  it  was  all  our  doing,  John 
— yours  and  mine — as  if  we  had  killed 
him ! "  she  exclaimed,  tui'ning  round  to 
him. 

He  winced.  ''  Don't  say  that !  "  he  said, 
in  a  tone  of  discomfort.  Then,  "I  have 
felt  so  myself  a  dozen  times,"  he  added. 

She  asked  about  their  life  at  LugUano  ; 
about  the  closing  scenes ;  about  poor  Mrs. 
Gathers.  Her  granddaughter,  she  said,  was 
coming  over  some  day  soon,  but  had  not 
left  the  house  yet.     They  talked,  but  their 
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talk  refused  to  flow  into  its  usual  easy 
channel ;  a  sort  of  embargo  lay  upon  both  ; 
to  put  what  they  were  mutually  feeling  into 
words  would  have  been  an  indecorum,  and 
they  were  too  intimate  to  fill  up  the  gap 
with  platitudes.  What  there  was  to  say 
they  would  not  say,  and  anything  else 
seemed  a  mere  futility. 

He  got  up  therefore  before  long.  She  did 
not  as  usual  oppose  his  intention,  but  rose 
too,  and  walked  with  him  to  the  end  of  the 
room. 

**  Come  and  see  me  soon  again,"  she  said, 
as  she  held  out  her  hand.  ''We  shall  be 
more  at  our  ease  then.  Our  guilt,  if  we 
are  guilty,  will  have  grown  older,  or  like 
other  criminals  we  shall  have  learnt  to  hear 
it  mentioned  without  wincing."  She  re- 
tained her  hold  upon  his  hand,  as  if  reluc- 
tant, in  spite  of  her  own  words,  to  let  him 
leave  her. 

"Good-bye,  John;  my  dear,  my  good 
John — John  Faithful !  "  she  said  affection- 
ately. 
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"Why  do  you  call  me  that?"  he  asked 
quickly. 

"  Do  you  mind  ?  Don't  you  think  it  is  a 
good  name  ?  It  seems  to  me  a  very  good 
one.  If  everybody  was  called  by  an  appro- 
priate name,  as  in  an  old-fashioned  novel, 
that,  I  feel  sure,  would  be  yours !  " 

"  Wouldn't  Dobbin  be  better  ?  "  he  en- 
quired irritably. 

''  Dobbin  ?  Would  it  ?  I  think  not ! 
You  are  slow  enough  in  some  things,  but 
not  slow  enough  for  a  Dobbin.  Those 
great  flat  feet  of  his,  too  !  No,  I  think  my 
name  is  best.  So  good-bye,  John  Faithful. 
Best  of  Johns  !  " 

He  smiled  rather  grimly  several  times 
that  afternoon  as  he  thought  of  her  words. 
They  were  kindly  said,  and  kindly  meant 
too,  yet  there  was  a  sharp  sub-flavour  about 
them,  as  there  were  apt  to  be  about  Lady 
Mordaunt's  sayings.  They  suggested  to 
his  mind  a  very  humble  friend  indeed,  one 
of  those  spaniel-like  creatures  who  require 
absolutely  no  return  for  their  devotion,  who 
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are  content  to  live  all  their  lives  upon 
broken  meats  and  half-hearted  pats,  which 
more  spirited  animals  decline.  He  was  an 
humble  friend,  but  not  quite  so  humble  as 
that !  What  man,  to  call  a  man,  ever  was, 
or  would  be  ? 

He   persuaded   himself   that    he    was    a 
remarkably     busy — in    fact,    rather     over- 
worked— man,  during  the  week  or  two  that 
followed   his   return    from   Lugliano.      He 
really  had  a  good  deal  to  do,  if  not  quite  as 
much  as  he  imagined.     Even  the  smallest 
of  landed  properties  claims  a  certain  amount 
of  care,  and  it  cannot  be  said  that  the  little 
peninsula   of  Coltshead    had   hitherto   en- 
joyed  much   at   the    hands   of   its    owner. 
There  was  the  roof  of  the  house,  which  had 
given  way  in  half  a  dozen  places  ;  fences  to 
be  mended  and  re-made ;    a  boundary  line 
across  the  neck  of  land,  which  was  being 
invaded    by    an    ambitious    farmer,   whose 
encroachments    must    be    summarily    cur- 
tailed ;  a  foot-path  which  serpentined  down 
the  face  of  the  cliff,  which  the  sea  in  a  fit 
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of  ill-temper  had  all  but  snatched  away  the 
previous  autumn ;  seats  to  repair — many- 
important  details,  in  short,  to  be  seen  to — 
all  laudable  and  even  essential  preoccupa- 
tions, quite  enough  to  engross  any  reason- 
able man's  time  and  attention  ? 

That  unaccountable  piece  of  mechanism 
which  we  call  the  mind  is  oddly  erratic  in 
its  behaviour,  however.  We  imagine  that  we 
are  conducting  it  in  one  direction,  handles, 
footrests,  everything,  well  under  our  control, 
discreetly  we  jog  along  the  high  road  in 
the  soberest  sort  of  progression,  a  kind  of 
farmer's  trot  to  market.  A  moment's  re- 
laxation— a  glance  aside — and  lo !  we  find 
that  the  wretched  thing  has  snatched  away 
the  control,  and  is  hurrying  us,  who  can 
say  where,  over  hedges  and  ditches,  to 
realms  which  a  moment  before  we  had  no 
more  intention  of  visiting  than  the  topmost 
peak  of  Teneriffe,  or  the  capital  of  the  great 
Mogul ! 

So  it  was  with  our  prudent  friend.  He, 
too,  found  that  his  mind  had  a  tendency  to 
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stray  into  unauthorized  regions,  to  conjure 
up  pictures,  evoke  possibilities,  which  had 
— could  not,  he  told  himself,  have — any 
shadow  of  justification.  He  was  out  of 
humour;  restless;  filled  with  vague  longings 
which  tingled  and  worried  Hke  some  uncon- 
trollable nervous  disorder.  He  would  go 
out  with  a  great  show  of  determination,  full 
of  some  order  he  was  about  to  give  his 
workmen ;  then,  before  he  reached  the 
place,  discover  that  there  was  no  really 
particular  hurry,  and  would  turn  away, 
saunter  down  to  the  shore,  and  stand,  for 
hours  at  a  time  upon  one  of  the  big  weed- 
fringed  rocks,  gazing  seaward  across  that 
gray  plain  which  has  been  written  over  in 
its  time  with  so  many  unfulfilled  hopes. 
He  could  not  help  feeling  as  if  there  was 
something  odd,  something  almost  sinister 
in  the  silence  which  had  settled  down 
between  him  and  the  dwellers  at  Redcombe. 
Why  did  no  one  write,  no  one  take  the 
smallest  notice  of  him  ?  A  sense  of  griev- 
ance— the  more  acute  for  being  unacknow- 

VOL.  III.  R 
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ledged — began  to  grow  up.  He  could  be  of 
no  more  use,  and  therefore,  like  other  things 
which  serve  their  turn  and  are  done  with, 
a  time  came  when  he  must  inevitably  be 
discarded.  He  knew  that  this  was  not  the 
case,  still  he  took  a  malicious  pleasure  in 
teUing  himseK  that  it  was  so,  in  putting 
the  situation  as  brutally  as  it  admitted  of. 
It  is  one  of  the  many  small  devices  we 
humans  are  given  to.  When  we  have 
pushed  our  punishment  to  the  furthest 
acme  of  discomfort,  we  know  that  we  in- 
sensibly relax.  We  assure  ourselves  that 
matters  are  not  really  so  bad  as  all  that; 
that  there  are  alleviations  we  had  not  pre- 
viously thought  of;  and  so  by  degrees  we 
grow  soothed  by  our  own  kindness  ! 

After  every  such  fit  of  consolation  he 
would  as  inevitably  begin  again.  Had  they 
been  a  hundred  miles  apart,  the  sense  of 
banishment  would  have  been  infinitely  less. 
But  to  be  so  near,  to  be  able  almost  from 
his  window  to  see  the  woods  in  which  lay 
the  house  that  sheltered  her,  to  be  within 
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reacli  of  her  hand,  yet  never  by  any  accident 
to  touch,  it !  She  must  know  that  he  was 
there,  must  know,  therefore,  that  he  would 
be  waiting  for  some  signal.  Had  the  hours, 
days,  weeks  they  had  shared  left  no  legacy 
behind  them  ?  Worse,  had  they  left  only 
a  legacy  of  discomfort  ?  Was  his  image 
so  mixed  up  with  all  that  had  been  pain- 
fullest  in  her  life  that  it  could  neve?-  get 
clear  again,  but  must  remain  for  ever  scared 
with  it,  like  those  letters  which  we  keep,  but 
hate  to  touch — dried  nettles,  emblems  only 
of  bitterness  and  unforgotten  stings  ?  If 
that  were  the  case,  then  indeed  the  harsh- 
ness of  fate  would  have  no  further  unkind- 
ness  left  to  bestow  upon  him. 

One  visitor  from  Eedcombe  did  appear  at 
the  end  of  a  fortnight.  Young  Mordaunt, 
who  had  been  spending  a  week  with  his 
sister,  looked  in  one  afternoon  at  Coltshead 
on  his  way  to  the  station.  He  gave  a 
pitiable  account  of  poor  Mrs.  Gathers.  She 
wouldn't  keep  her  room,  he  said,  and  did 
not  seem  ill;  indeed,  the  doctor  said  there 
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was  nothiug  actually  amiss  with  her,  but 
her  mind  was  in  an  awful  state.  "  As  often 
as  not  she  tallis  as  if  he  were  alive — Gathers, 
you  know.  It  makes  a  fellow  feel  deuced 
jumpy,  I  can  tell  you!  Wanders  about 
the  house,  in  and  out  of  the  rooms,  sit- 
ting about  on  steps  and  in  the  stables 
amongst  the  horses,  as  if  she  were  trying 
to  find  something.  My  mother  says  she 
oughtn't  to  be  let  prowl  the  way  she  does, 
but  Eleanor  won't  hear  of  hindering  her. 
The  only  person  she  seems  to  notice  is  the 
little  chap— Algy — she  likes  to  have  him 
with  her,  and  talks  to  him  by  the  hour  of 
what  he  is  to  do  when  he  grows  up,  and  all 
sorts  of  stuff  the  child  don't  understand. 
Half  the  time  I  believe  she  thinks  it's  the 
other  one — his  father.  She  drives  about  the 
country  with  him  and  the  nurse  opposite,  and 
when  people  look  up  and  bow,  smiles  and 
nods  as  proud  as  Punch,  as  if  she  hadn't  a  care 
in  the  world,  and  then  begins  to  sob  and  cry ! 
It's  awful,  quite  awful,  to  see  her;  like 
having  a  sort  of  banshee  about  the  place  !  " 
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''  Poor  soul !  "  the  Colonel  said  pityingly. 
''  It  must  be  terribly  bard  upon  your  sister  ?  " 
be  added. 

"  Of  course.  Sbe  won't  let  you  pity  ber, 
tbougb ;  not  a  bit  of  it ! — flares  up  like  a 
bonfire  if  one  says  tbat  tbe  poor  thing  bas 
softening  of  tbe  brain — as  if  any  one  couldn't 
see  it  witb  half  an  eye  !  As  to  not  having 
her  to  live  with  her  always — why  I  beheve 
she'd  knock  any  of  us  down  if  we  were  to 
hint  at  such  a  thing.  I  know  I  wouldn't 
dare  do  it !  Yet  how  the  deuce  is  it  to  go 
on,  you  know  ?  Eleanor  can't  Hve  with 
tbat  poor  thing  hanging  on  to  her  always ; 
it  would  be  enough  to  send  her  out  of  her 
own  wits  !  It  would  me,  I  know.  I  should 
be  seeing  blue  devils  and  black  bogies  in  no 
time  if  I  were  to  stay  there  !  You  might 
as  easily  try,  though,  to  kick  this  house  into 
tbe  sea — a  lot  easier,  if  it  comes  to  that — 
as  try  to  argue  with  her  when  she's  made  up 
her  mind.  If  that  poor  thing  was  her  mother 
twenty  times  over  she  couldn't  seem  fonder 
of  her,  or  put  herself  about  more — has  her 
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with  her  whenever  she'll  stay,  and  sleeps 
in  a  poky  little  dressing-room  next  door  to 
her,  so  as  to  hear  her  in  a  moment  if  she 
stirs  and  wants  anything.  It's  awfully  silly, 
you  know,  perfectly  nonsensical !  Still,  she's 
a  trump,  Eleanor  is,  there's  no  denying 
thatV^  her  brother  ended  with  rather  un- 
hrotherly  fervour. 

The  Colonel  agreed  with  him.  His  guest 
departed,  he  sat  a  long  time  doing  nothing. 
A  sort  of  aerial  map  had  grown  up  before  him, 
the  map  of  her  future.  Bits  of  it  were  quite 
clear,  but  there  were  others  which  refused  to 
fit,  and  which  he  found  himself  staring  at  in 
a  fruitless  effort  to  fill  up  the  void.  His  own 
part  in  the  matter,  he  told  himself,  he  did 
not  think  of.  What  part  in  fact  had  he  ? 
Of  this,  the  reader  may  discount  as  much  as 
he  pleases.  It  was  his  fingers,  at  any  rate, 
that  fitted  the  bits  into  their  places. 

Three  weeks  after  this  he  had  another 
visitor.  He  was  sitting  in  his  study,  sorting 
old  papers,  a  motley  heap  which  had  been 


TEE   CURTAIN  FALLS.  247 

long  accumulating;  family  papers,  official 
papers,  half-forgotten  zoological  memoranda 
of  all  sorts.  The  morning  had  been  showery, 
and  showery  fringes  still  shaded  the  horizon, 
but  here  and  there  the  sun  struck  clearly 
upon  the  sea.  Half  a  dozen  miles  away  it 
shone  upon  one  specially  luminous  patch,  in 
the  centre  of  which  the  small  triangular  sail 
of  a  fishing  smack,  which  happened  to  be 
passing,  caught  and  ghttered  like  a  broken 
threepence. 

He  was  about  to  take  up  the  pen  which 
he  had  momentarily  laid  aside,  when  to  his 
surprise  a  sound  of  wheels  made  itself  audible 
where  no  vehicle  above  the  social  calibre  of 
a  wheel-barrow  ordinarily  attempted  to  pass, 
and  the  next  moment  the  door-bell  clanged 
shrilly. 

He  waited  a  minute,  then  went  himself  to 
open  it,  concluding  that  the  pensioner  and 
his  wife  were — as  was  not  infrequently  the 
case — out  of  the  way.  His  previous  surprise 
turned  to  stupefaction  when  he  found  Mrs. 


248  MAJOR  LAWRENCE,  F.L.8. 

Gathers  standing  upon  the  door-step,  a  large 
open  carriage,  the  same  that  he  remembered 
her  driving  about  in  formerly,  behind ;  a 
footman,  solemn  in  a  suit  of  ponderous  black, 
holding  the  door  in  his  hand,  while  a  nurse 
and  child  looked  on  from  the  cushions. 
How  that  heavy  vehicle  had  made  its  way 
along  the  narrow  approach,  rough  with 
stones  and  heavy  with  sand,  was  a  mystery, 
but  there  unmistakably  it  was. 

As  far  as  astonishment  allowed  him  he 
welcomed  her  cordially,  and  invited  her  to 
enter.  She  accepted,  but  mechanically,  and 
almost  with  the  air  of  a  somnambulist. 
Puzzled  and  pitying  he  led  the  way  to  the 
sitting-room,  which  was  a  few  steps  away, 
and  she  followed.  The  poor  thing  was 
dressed  in  some  elaborate  combination  of 
crape  and  cloth,  cut  in  a  peculiar  fashion, 
and  trailing  behind  her  like  a  court  train. 
It  seemed  to  have  been  copied  fi'om  some- 
thing— something  that  it  imperfectly  re- 
sembled. She  had  grown  thinner,  and,  like 
all  elderly  people  to  whom  that  happens, 
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seemed  almost  to  have  grown  suddenly  much 
older.  A  number  of  fine,  hitherto  invisible 
wrinkles  crossed  and  recrossed  her  forehead 
and  the  neighbourhood  of  her  mouth ;  her 
always  prominent  eyes  had  a  dull  glassy 
look,  and  a  faint  fixed  smile,  which  seemed 
ever  on  the  point  of  dissolving  into  tears, 
quivered  upon  her  lips. 

She  sat  down  in  the  chair  he  offered  her, 
and  gazed  round  with  an  air  of  bewilder- 
ment, as  if  uncertain  where  she  was  or  what 
agency  had  brought  her  there. 

"■  I  wasn't  ever  here  before,  was  I  ?  "  she 
said  at  last,  looking  up  at  him  with  an  air 
of  childlike  docility. 

"  I  think  not,"  he  answered  gently.  "  I 
don't  remember  your  ever  paying  me  a  visit 
in  old  days.  I  have  been  to  your  house, 
though,  many  times,  as  I  dare  say  you 
remember." 

She  did  not  answer,  but  looked  round  again 
and  then  out  at  the  great  shining  plain 
below.  "Algernon  did  not  like  the  sea," 
she   said  dreamily;    "he  liked  parks,  and 
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gardens,  and  houses,  and  birds— birds  to 
slioot.  He  was  a  wonderful  shot,  my  son 
Algernon." 

The  Colonel  did  not  in  the  least  know 
what  to  say.  How  far  did  the  poor  thing 
romember  what  had  taken  place  or  not  ?  he 
wondered.  There  was  no  particular  grief  in 
her  tone,  only  a  sort  of  vaguely  plaintive 
reminiscence.  ^ 

There  came  again  a  little  scud  of  rain, 
which  was  carried  by  the  wind  against  the 
glass.  Mrs.  Gathers  looked  at  it  for  a 
moment,  and  then  back  at  him  with  an  air 
of  anxiety. 

''  Algernon  ought  to  come  in,  oughtn't 
he  ?  "  she  said  enquiringly. 

Her  hearer  started.  Had  the  poor  thing's 
wits  really  departed  altogether  then  ?  Did 
she  imagine  that  her  son  was  out  somewhere 
in  the  rain  ?  A  moment  afterwards  he  re- 
membered that  the  child  bore  the  same 
name. 

"  Of  course.  I  will  go  and  bring  the 
little  fellow  in  at  once,"  he  answered  hastily. 
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She  waited  while  he  went  to  the  front 
door,  and  a  minute  afterwards  reappeared 
escorting  in  the  nurse  and  child.  The  little 
boy  was  swathed  in  black  from  head  to  foot, 
which  suited  him  as  a  coating  of  soot  and 
ashes  suits  a  spring  flower.  He  was  a  pretty, 
rosy  little  creature,  as  unlike  Jan  as  one 
child  could  be  unlike  another — fresh,  fair, 
and  chubby,  with  rounded  cheeks,  round 
dewy  lips,  and  a  pair  of  round  blue  eyes 
which  gazed  at  everything  with  an  impartial 
air  of  baby  acquisitiveness. 

His  grandmother  drew  him  up  towards 
her,  feeling  anxiously  over  his  clothes  to 
ascertain  whether  he  was  wet.  The  httle 
boy  submitted  resignedly,  stretching  out  his 
hand  at  the  same  time  to  seize  a  brightly- 
coloured  pink  shell  which  happened  to  be 
lying  near  the  edge  of  the  table. 

"Algernon  mustn't  get  wet,"  she  mur- 
mured to  herself.  "  He  gets  cold  easily. 
His  lungs  are  delicate." 

Involuntarily  John  Lawrence  looked  at 
the  nurse  to  see  if  she  corroborated   this 
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statement.  She  shook  her  head  emphatically 
and  indignantly,  but  made  no  more  audible 
denial.  Evidently  the  household  was  drilled 
not  to  oppose  their  late  master's  mother  in 
anything. 

Still  keeping  the  pink  shell  in  his  fat  ^ 
grasp,  the  little  boy  slid  away  from  his 
grandmother's  detaining  hand,  and  trotted 
across  the  room,  attracted  by  the  sight  of 
an  aquarium,  a  remnant  of  John's  former 
zoologic  apparatus.  Mrs.  Gathers  got  up 
too,  and  presently  drifted  towards  the  door, 
less  like  a  visitor  departing,  than  like  some 
one  going  out  of  her  own  room  into  another 
close  at  hand. 

Near  it  she  stopped,  however,  and  looked 
back  with  an  air  of  perplexity. 

''  You'll  come  soon,  won't  you  ? "  she 
said  gently. 

"Come  to  Eedcombe,  do  you  mean?" 
he  asked  eagerly.  "Did  your — did  Lady 
Eleanor  ask  you  to  invite  me  ?  " 

She  continued  to  look  back  with  a  slight 
frown   of  perplexity.     It  seemed  as  if  she 
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were  trying  to  catcli  some  floating  idea,  the 
threads  of  which  perpetually  evaded  her. 

"  You  and  Algernon  were  friends,"  she 
said  dreamily.  ''  You  were  so  kind  to  him 
when  he  was  a  little  boy." 

At  another  moment  John  Lawrence's 
conscience  would  have  responded  to  the 
unintended  probe,  he  not  being  conscious 
at  any  period  of  having  nourished  particu- 
larly amiable  feelings  towards  Algernon 
Gathers.  He  was  too  eager  now  about  an 
answer  to  perceive  more  than  a  momentary 
prick. 

"  If  you  are  sure  Lady  Eleanor  would  not 
think  it  too  soon ;  if  you  think  I  might 
venture?"  he  said  hesitatingly.  "I  have 
kept  away,  not  liking  to  intrude.  I  heard 
that  her  own  relations  were  there,  and-  that 
therefore  she  probably— —  Still,  perhaps 
now? " 

She  continued  to  look  at  him  with  the 
same  puzzled  expression,  a  wavering  smile 
playing  over  her  lips.  Then,  without 
answering,  turned  away  and  looked  across 
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the  room  at  the  little  boy,  who  had  just 
succeeded  in  dislodging  a  dead  crab  from 
the  aquarium,  and  was  trying  how  far  its 
legs  could  be  induced  to  come  apart  with- 
out actually  breaking  in  two. 

"  Algernon  would  like  it,"  she  said  in  the 
same  distant  dreamy  tone.  "  It  would  be 
good  for  Algernon.     Do  come." 

"  Very  well,  I  will,"  he  answered. 

Lady  Eleanor,  it  was  but  too  clear,  had 
nothing  to  say  to  the  invitation,  which  had 
plainly  emanated  only  from  the  poor  thing's 
own  wandering  brain.  He  declined  to 
realize  this  fact  to  himself,  however.  When 
a  man  is  very  hungry  he  is  apt  not  to  be 
fastidiously  punctilious :  a  mere  accidental 
beckon  suffices  ! 
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CHAPTEE  VI. 

He  went  three  days  later.  It  had  rained 
with  hardly  a  hreak  since  poor  Mrs.  Gathers' 
strange  visit,  but  was  now  dazzlingly  fine. 
The  breath  of  Atlantic  met  the  cheek 
with  a  touch  like  velvet.  The  ditches  were 
full  of  crimson  loosestrife,  the  fields  of  ox- 
eyed  daisies,  the  sky  of  great  balloon-like 
clouds,  racing  along  one  after  the  other  as  if 
in  an  aerial  regatta. 

John  Lawrence  swung  along  the  four  or 
five  miles  of  road  until  he  reached  the  Eed- 
combe  lodge,  a  flower-mantled  afi'air,  all 
balconies  and  carved  verandahs,  like  a  bijou 
villa.  A  woman  in  a  black  and  white  cap 
came  to  see  who  the  visitor  was,  and  stared 
suspiciously  at  the  stranger,  but  in  the  end 
decided  to  let  him  pass. 
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Unlike  most  places  revisited  after  a  lapse 
of  time,  it  seemed  to  liim  to  have  grown 
larger  in  the  interval,  statelier  too,  and 
better  altogether.  The  trees  were  splendid ; 
straight  -  trunked,  symmetrical,  feathered 
down  to  the  very  ground,  the  beeches 
sweeping  their  light  green  trains  far  over  the 
darker  grass.  The  full  flowing  river,  too 
deep  to  make  much  noise,  rolled  sleepily 
along,  shooting  arrowy  glints  from  between 
the  thick  green  covert.  To  him  there  was 
an  excitement  in  everything  to-day  which 
might  have  been  due  to  the  warm  west  wind 
— notoriously  of  a  heady  character — but  may 
also  have  been  due  to  less  material  causes. 

If  he  required  a  sedative,  he  certainly 
received  one  !  He  was  shown  by  a  servant 
into  the  priucipal  drawing-room,  and  found 
it  tenanted  by  Lady  Helversdale,  who  was 
seated  before  a  writing-table,  a  large  morocco 
account-book  with  a  coronet  upon  the  corner, 
open  before  her,  and  displaying  a  formidable 
double  column  of  ascending  figures.  John 
Lawrence   remembered   with  some   inward 
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amusement  that  she  had  been  engaged  in 
precisely  the  same  occupation  when  last  he 
had  had  the  advantage  of  seeing  her  lady- 
ship, some  fifteen  years  earlier. 

The  room  was  large,  and  furnished  with 
an  elaboration  of  ornament  that  was  be- 
wildering. A  visitor  had  to  make  his 
way  through  a  complicated  maze  of  objects 
of  art  which  blocked  one  another  up.  The 
windows  opened  upon  a  broad  gravelled 
terrace,  beyond  which  a  steep  grassy  slope 
dropped  to  the  riverside,  leaving  only  room 
for  a  double  row  of  big  lime-trees,  between 
which  ran  a  walk. 

He  apologized  for  the  intrusion,  explaining 
that  he  had  asked  for  Lady  Eleanor.  Lady 
Helversdale  was  civil  but  stately.  She 
was  not  certain,  she  said,  "  whether  her 
daughter  would  be  able  to  see  any  one  as 
yet  or  not.  If  she  could,  she  was  sure 
she  would  willingly  make  an  exception 
in  favour  of  so  old  an  acquaintance  as 
Major  Lawrence.  She  would  riDg  and 
enquire. 

VOL.  III.  s 
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The  old  acquaintance  sat  down  rather 
gloomily  in  a  chair,  while  a  servant  went  to 
make  enquiries.  Presently  he  returned, 
with  the  information  that  her  ladyship  was 
out  walking  in  the  grounds. 

"Ah,"  Lady  Helversdale  said,  in  atone 
of  finality,  ''  I  dare  say  then  you  will  kindly 
call  again,  as  you  tell  me  that  you  are 
staying  in  the  neighbourhood.  Naturally 
my  daughter  is  not  in  spirits  to  see  any  but 
her  own  relations  ?ii  present.'"  There  was  a 
pause,  and  then — "  You  were  acquainted 
with  my  late  son-in-law,  were  you  not?" 
she  added  in  a  tone  of  conversational  gravity. 

The  visitor  responded  somewhat  grimly 
that  he  had  had  that  privilege.  How  well 
he  had  done  to  stay  away,  he  said  to  himseK, 
nay,  what  a  fool  he  had  been  to  have  come 
at  all !  He  pulled  his  moustaches,  and 
glared  under  his  eyebrows  savagely  at  the 
unconscious  Countess.  Deuce  take  the 
woman  and  her  account-book !  She  had 
kept  away  from  her  daughter  when  she  might 
have  been  of  some  use,  and  now  she  was 
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evidently  going  to  stick  to  her  like  a  leech 
for  the  remainder  of  her  life  ! 

A  dancing  step  outside  upon  the  gravel, 
and  little  Jan  darted  like  a  willow-wren  into 
the  opening,  and  stood  there,  poised  upon 
one  foot,  her  head  on  one  side. 

*'  This  is  my  little  grand-daughter,"  Lady 
Helversdale  observed  with  gracious  explana- 
toriness.  "  She  is  very  shy  with  strangers, 
unfortunately.  Janetta,  my  dear,  come  here 
and " 

But,  with  a  scream  of  delight,  Jan  had 
rushed  past  her,  and  was  clutching  this 
particular  stranger  round  the  neck. 

'*  Colonel  Laurie  !  It  is  mij  Colonel 
Laurie  !  Where  have  you  been  ?  Oh,  where 
have  you,  have  you  been,  you  naughty, 
naughty  man  ?  I  have  wanted  you  so 
dweadful  bad,  and  muddie  too,  so  mutch, 
so  vezy,  vezy  mutch  !  " 

She  w^as  hanging  on  to  his  neck,  she  was 
clutching  at  his  arm  with  both  hands,  her 
little  pale  face  flushed  pink  to  the  very 
brows  with  delight  at  seeing  him.     The  next 
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minute  she  was  pulling  him  vigorously 
towards  the  open  window.  "  Come,"  she 
said  authoritatively — "  come  !  " 

"  Come  where,  Jan  dear  ?  " 

"  Out,"  was  all  the  answer  vouchsafed, 
and  with  a  bow  and  a  word  of  apology  to 
the  astonished  Countess,  the  Colonel  went 
out  accordingly. 

Once  outside  Jan  made  for  the  slope, 
pulling  him  after  her  by  the  hand.  It  was 
a  long  rather  steep  slope,  reaching,  as  has 
been  said,  to  the  edge  of  the  stream,  where 
another  walk  ran  under  the  shade  of  some 
large  lime-trees,  and  here  a  figure  was  seen 
slowly  pacing  along  in  the  shade.  Jan's 
impulse  was  not  to  be  resisted ;  at  any  rate, 
was  not  resisted.  John  Lawrence  yielded, 
his  feet  moving  faster  and  faster  in  sym- 
pathy with  her  two  little  urgent  ones.  All 
at  once,  as  if  one  of  the  swallows  overhead 
had  swooped  and  carried  it  away  in  its 
beak,  the  gloom  and  hurt  susceptibility  of 
the  last  few  minutes  seemed  to  melt  and 
roll  away.      There  was  an  exhilaration  in 
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the  scene  itself  which  it  was  difficult  to 
resist.  It  had  seemed  as  if  the  whole 
summer  had  been  spent  in  that  long  wait 
in  the  breathless  valley  and  upon  the 
scorched  hill-top,  and  yet  how  young  and 
fresh  the  world  looked  still !  It  was,  in 
fact,  still  only  July,  and  a  late  season. 
The  flowers  in  the  beds  had  hardly  attained 
fuU  beauty;  the  lime-trees  were  covered 
with  blossom ;  a  crowd  of  bees,  like  assidu- 
ous courtiers,  surrounded  them,  their  hums 
of  flattering  commendation  filling  the  air 
with  an  obsequious  murmur. 

The  scent  of  the  lime-tree,  the  crisp 
touch  and  rustle  of  the  grass,  the  child's 
eager  little  hand  hke  some  soft  warm  bird 
half  enclosed  in  his  grasp — it  all  seemed  to 
go  to  our  poor  patient  friend's  head.  He 
hardly  knew  where  he  was  until  he  found 
Lady  Eleanor's  hand  too  in  his,  and  his 
eyes  meeting  hers  in  a  long  look  of  inquiry. 

She  had  stopped  in  her  walk  as  he  ap- 
proached, dragged  along  in  triumph  by  Jan, 
a  faint  smile  parting  her  lips  as  she  stood 
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there,  a  pathetic  figure  in  her  heavy  black, 
amid  the  green  upspringing  grass  and  under 
the  gilt-edged  shadows  of  the  boughs. 

Too  full  of  all  they  had  to  say,  too  full  of 
a  hundred  memories  to  speak,  they  walked 
along  almost  in  complete  silence,  Jan,  after 
chattering  for  a  few  moments,  darting  off  in 
pursuit  of  a  dragon-fly. 

His  irritation  had  vanished  utterly  by 
this  time,  melted  away  in  the  joy  of  her 
presence,  in  the  deep  untroubled  calm  of 
the  scene.  It  was  almost  like  meeting  in  a 
new  world ;  one  of  those  moments  which 
solace  us  by  their  intensity,  while  they 
torment  us  by  their  brevity.  Life  seemed 
to  stretch  away  before  him  like  a  heaven-lit 
expanse,  she  walking  on  the  flowers,  he 
somewhere  near  at  hand.  He  did  not 
think  then  of  any  nearer  claim ;  his  being 
for  the  moment  was,  as  it  were,  absorbed 
and  gathered  up  in  hers.  After  work  rest, 
he  thought,  and  after  trouble  peace.  All 
that  had  made  the  discord  of  her  life ;  that 
had  spoiled  its  music  ;  that  had  dimmed  her 
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youth ;  that  had  refused  her  nature  room  to 
expand, — all  was  buried  and  passed  away 
for  ever  now.     Only  the  best  blessings,  only 
a  wider  grasp  of  reality,  only  her  children's 
love,  only  the  benignity  of  sorrow,  of  a  life 
resuscitated  to  nobler  uses — only  these  re- 
mained.     He    saw   her    passing    on    from 
height  to  height,  a  well  of  heahng,  a  bene- 
diction to  all  who  approached  her.     Even 
the   charm   of    the   scene    seemed   but   to 
reflect  and  make  part  of  hers.     That  pecu- 
liar beauty^ — serene,    orderly,  benignant,  of 
which  English  landscapes  keep  the  secret 
— was  strong  to-day  upon  everything,  upon 
the  closely  shaven  sward,  upon  the  great 
trees  and  trim  flower-beds,  upon  the  smooth 
unrippled  surface,  and  silent  flowing  of  the 
river,  in  every  tint,  and  touch,  and  line ;  a 
sense  of  order  and  of  permanence  ;  of  Nature 
subdued  to  man,  fitting  into  his  needs,  and 
anticipating  his  wants.     It  was    an   after- 
noon that  seemed  prophetic.     It  suggested 
other  afternoons  following  one  another  in 
a  long-drawn  sequence,  a  sunlit  procession 
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the  more  distant  members  of  whicli  were 
lost  from  sight  in  a  golden  persj^ective. 

When  they  reached  the  first  turning  of 
the  walk  she  paused  a  moment,  and  turned 
towards  him. 

"You  have  been  a  long  time  coming  to 
see  me,"  she  said,  and  there  was  an  accent 
of  reproach  in  her  tone. 

Already,  alas  !  the  heaven-lit  plains  were 
beginning  to  recede.  Already  self,  the 
clamorous,  the  never-to-be-pacified,  was 
thrusting  up  an  augry  head. 

"  I  didn't  think  I  was  wanted !  "  he  said 
gruffly.     "You  had  so  many  others,  nearer 

to  you,  and " 

"You  should  not  have  thought  so,"  she 
interrnpted.  "No  one  takes  your  place, 
no  one  knows  just  what  you  do.  I  have 
wanted,  besides,  to  consult  you  about  so 
many  things."  She  paused  a  minute  and 
sighed.  "First  about  poor  Mrs.  Gathers. 
I  hear  she  went  to  see  you  the  other  day. 
What  do  you  think  of  her  ?  I  have  wanted 
so  much  to  know.     Do  tell  me.     I  am  so 


TEE  CURTAIN  FALLS.  2G5 

uneasy,  so  miserably  anxious  and  unhappy 
about  her.     I  can  think  of  nothing  else." 

For  some  unaccountable  reason,  to  be 
sought  for,  no  doubt,  in  the  innate  depravity 
of  human  nature,  the  Colonel  with  difficulty 
repressed  an  impious  ejaculation.  Why  he 
felt  so  angry  he  would  have  found  it  difficult 
to  say.  Half  an  hour  ago  he  would  have 
declared  that  no  one  could  have  been  more 
interested  in  poor  Mrs.  Gathers  than  him- 
self, or  more  eager  for  any  remedial  measures 
that  could  be  devised.  Now,  however,  he 
felt  suddenly  angered  almost  past  bearing 
by  the  mere  mention  of  the  poor  lady's 
name — "Was  there  never  to  be  an  end  of 
those  Gathers!" — that  was  the  sentiment 
he  would  have  expressed  if  the  natural  man 
had  spoken  aloud  !  Fortunately,  the  natural 
man  cannot  and  dares  not  speak  aloud  in 
such  fashion.  Decency,  a  hundred  invisible 
ligaments,  hold  him  back  and  hinder  it. 
The  impulse  was  alarming,  however,  and 
he  rushed  into  speech  to  avoid  the  peril. 

"  I  thought  her  very  ill,"  he  said.     ''  She 
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seemed  hardly  to  know  where  she  was,  or 
what  was  happening  around  her.  I  sup- 
pose she  has  seen  doctors  ?  What  do  they 
say?" 

"  They  don't  seem  to  know ;  they  are 
puzzled,  I  think.  Most  of  them  say  that 
hy  degrees  her  mind  will  recover  its  tone ; 
that  we  must  avoid  excitement  and  agita- 
tion until  she  has  recovered  from  the  shock 
she  received.  All  but  Dr.  Mulligan,  who 
Imows  h6r  best.  He  says  she  will  never, 
never  be  any  better  than  she  is  now." 

She  glanced  up  at  one  of  the  windows, 
as  she  finished  speaking,  with  an  anxious 
expression.  The  river  gurgled  on,  uttering 
an  occasional  choking  sob  ;  the  bees  gathei'ed 
in  a  brown  cloud,  a  straggler  from  the  ranks 
passing  close  to  their  heads,  cleaning  his 
pollen-coated  legs  one  against  the  other  as 
ho  did  so,  and  packing  the  dust  carefully 
into  the  basket-like  receptacle  he  carried 
for  the  i)urpose.  Lady  Eleanor  looked 
around  with  another  sigh. 

"I  have  so  much  to  learn,  I  feel  dread- 


THE   CURTAIN  FALLS.  267 

fully  bewildered  sometimes  at  the  thought 
of  it  all,"  she  said.  "Have  you  heard  that 
it — that  my  husband — that  it  has  beeu  all 
left  in  my  hands  to  do  just  what  I  like  with, 
until  little  Algy  comes  of  age  ?  My  poor 
little  Algy  !     Such  a  mite.     Only  three  !  " 

He  nodded  to  signify  that  he  had  heard. 
Lady  Mordaunt  had  told  him. 

"  It  was  wonderfully  generous  ;  it  showed 
a  great  deal  of  trust  in  me,"  she  went  on 
with  a  sort  of  wondering  sadness.  "  It 
gives  one  a  terrible  sense  of  responsibility 
— so  much  to  do,  so  much  to  think  of,  so 
much  money  to  spend !  I,  too,  that  know 
so  httle  about  money  !  " 

"You  will  soon  learn  that.  We  can  all 
learn  to  do  with  money,  it  is  the  doing 
without  it  is  the  difficulty,"  he  said  gruffly. 

"  You  speak  as  if  there  was  something 
you  wanted  that  money  could  get?"  she 
answered  in  a  tone  of  sm'prise.  "Do  tell 
me  if  there  is.  Why  should  not  friends 
help  one  another  ?  " 

"  No,  no,  nothing  of  the   sort,  I  assure 
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you.  I  only  spoke  generally.  It  is  the 
custom,  as  you  are  probably  aware,  of  im- 
pecunious mankind  to  grumble  about  money, 
and  to  carp  at  its  possessors.  I  only  yielded 
to  the  common  impulse  !  " 

He  left  soon  after  this,  taking  leave  of 
her  rather  abruptly.  He  felt  that  it  was 
impossible  to  remain.  He  should  make 
some  outrageous  demonstration  ;  say  some- 
thing that  would  shock  her,  that  might 
even  shock  himself  afterwards.  Better  go 
before  anything  of  the  sort  happened. 

She  had  not  uttered  a  word  expressive  of 
any  particular  heart-brokenness,  rather  had 
seemed  to  avoid  anything  of  the  sort,  and 
yet  the  sense  of  Algernon  Gathers'  pro- 
prietorship, and  of  his  own  vehement  op- 
position to  it,  was  more  strongly  impressed 
upon  him  than  ever  as  he  went  down  the 
avenue.  Was  not  everything  he  saw, 
touched,  handled,  his  and  no  one  else's  ? 
The  wood-pigeons  in  the  branches,  the  baby 
rabbits  waggling  ridiculous  tufts  of  tails,  the 
green  arums  under  the  beeches,  the  blue 


TEE   CURTAIN  FALLS.  269 

speedwells  peeping  up  with,  sweet  imperti- 
nent faces  from  tlie  grass.  It  was  all 
Algernon  Gathers'  !  And  she  ?  that  beauti- 
ful woman  he  had  just  left  ?  Was  she  his 
also  ?  Would  she  alivays  be  his  ?  Would 
his  shadow  never  be  off  her  life  ?  It  seemed 
to  him  that  it  never  would.  Did  she  desire 
that  it  should.  It  was  his  deliberate  opinion 
that  she  did  not. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

The  next  time  he  went  he  saw  Mrs.  Gathers. 
He  had  been  told  by  the  servant  that  the 
ladies  were  outside,  so  stepped  out  of  the 
drawing-room  on  to  the  terrace. 

He  found  the  poor  thing  sitting  upon  a 
garden-chair  over  which  a  parasol  had 
been  arranged.  Her  eyes,  expressive  of  a 
sort  of  astonished  immovability,  were  riveted 
upon  the  gravel,  where  the  small  Algy  was 
occupying  himself  with  building  a  fort  of 
wooden  bricks,  surrounded  by  an  outer 
circle  of  small  heaps  of  gravel,  into  each  of 
which  he  was  carefully  planting  a  tin  flag 
borrowed  from  a  box  of  toy  soldiers  which 
lay  scattered  on  the  ground.  Evidently  his 
grandmother's   mind  was   entirely  concen- 
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trated  npon  these  military  operations.  She 
sat  with  her  hps  a  Httle  apart,  her  face 
expressive  of  wrapt  ahsorption,  not  even 
moving  when  the  door  opened  and  the 
visitor  appeared. 

He  went  up  and  spoke  to  her.  She  shook 
hands,  looking  np  in  his  face  with  a  gentle 
wavering  smile.  She  knew  him,  and  called 
him  hy  his  name,  hut  in  a  minute  her  at- 
tention strayed  away  and  became  absorbed 
again  in  the  child's  proceedings.  There 
was  a  likeness  between  the  two  faces  which 
brought  out  the  contrast  between  them 
with  painful  vividness.  The  little  peach- 
faced  boy,  his  small  mouth  set  in  a  mould 
of  baby  determination ;  the  poor  feeble-faced 
woman,  still  comely,  young  too,  compara- 
tively speaking,  but  with  that  look  of  utter 
vacancy  worse  than  the  worst  ravages  of 
remorseless  age. 

Lady  Eleanor,  who  was  only  a  little  way 
off,  came  forward  and  shook  hands  with  the 
visitor,  and  they  stood  together  looking 
down  at   the   pair  before  them.      After  a 
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minute,  by  mutual  consent  tliey  turned 
away,  and  walked  on  along  the  broad  ex- 
panse of  terrace. 

When  be  turned  to  speak  to  ber  he  saw 
that  the  tears  bad  gathered  in  her  eyes,  and 
were  falling  fast  over  her  black  dress. 

"  It  breaks  my  heart  to  see  ber;  I  can't 
hea?'  it ! "  she  said  brokenly.  "It  is  so 
piteous,  so  cruel !  I  sometimes  wonder 
what  I  can  be  made  of  to  be  so  different — 
so — so  I  don't  know  what — like  a  thing  of 
wood  or  stone.  Why  should  she  be  like 
that,  and  I  not  ?  " 

"  Thank  God  you  are  not !  "  he  exclaimed 
fervently. 

"  I  have  my  children — that  is  one  thing. 
She  has  notliing.  All  her  life  she  lived  for 
him,  thought  of  him,  cared  for  him  and  him 
alone — and  now  she  has  nothing  !  Does 
it  not  seem  hard  ?  Site  has  never  been  to 
blame ;  she  has  always  been  good,  kind,  un- 
selfish, and  yet  you  see  what  she  is — a  ruined 
creature,  like  the  bough  of  a  tree  that  is 
broken  !    What  good  can  one's  pity  do  her  ? 
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what  good  will  anything  do  her  ever,  ever 
again?  " 

He  did  not  immediately  answer.  To  his 
apprehension  the  most  piteous  part  of 
the  tragedy  lay  in  the  little  worthiness  of 
its  object.  That,  however,  was  one  of  those 
sentiments  which  must  for  ever,  he  felt, 
remain  buried  in  the  depths  of  his  own 
breast. 

Little  Jan  came  running  up,  excited  and 
eager  to  talk  to  her  fiiend,  and  they  walked 
on  in  the  direction  of  the  kitchen-garden, 
the  nurse  being  at  hand  in  case  Mrs.  Gathers 
wanted  anything.  Lady  Helversdale,  her 
daughter  told  him  presently,  had  left  three 
or  four  days  before,  and  she  did  not  expect 
her  back  for  some  time.  From  what  she 
said  he  gathered  that  all  her  relatives  had 
got  one  by  one  out  of  patience  with  poor 
Mrs.  Gathers'  childlike  vagaries,  and  had 
left  Kedcombe — 

"  They  did  not  know  her  formerly,  and 
have  had  no  opportunities,  therefore,  of 
knowing    what    she    is,   what    a    beautiful 

VOL.  III.  T 
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unselfish  nature  she  has,"  Lady  Eleanor 
said  in  an  explanatory  tone.  *'  They  only 
see  what  is  painful  and  distressing.  They 
think  that  she  ought  to  be  controlled,  that 
I  ought  to  induce  her  to  remain  in  one  part 
of  the  house,  so  that  there  would  he  no 
fear  of  her  coming  in  contact  with  others. 
But  I  say  that  I  could  not  bear  to  do  so. 
She  would  not  understand,  and  would  be 
more  restless  and  wretched  even  than  she 
is  now.  Besides,  why  should  I?  What 
right  have  I  ?  She  was  mistress  here  long 
before  I  was,  and  it  seems  to  me  that  as  far 
as  possible  it  is  she  who  ought  to  be  mistress 
still.  Don't  you  think  so?  Doesn't  it 
strike  you  in  that  light  ? 

He  said  yes,  she  must  follow  her  own 
heart — he  was  sure  of  that — and  not  allow 
herself  to  be  urged  into  doing  anything  in 
the  shghtest  degree  contrary  to  its  impulses. 

He  stayed  longer  with  her  than  on  his 
last  visit,  and  came  back  again  a  few  days 
later,  and  from  that  time  forward  was 
pretty  constantly  at  Eedcombe. 
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Mrs.  Gathers  grew  rapidly  worse.     It  was 
only  at  longer  and  longer  intervals  that  she 
knew  that   her  son   was  dead.      At  other 
times  she  spoke  of  him  as  alive,  but  absent. 
Although  she  had  nominally  made  her  home 
with  them,  they  had  often  been  apart  for 
long  periods,   so   that  her   mind  probably 
reverted  easily  to   these  periods,  and   she 
believed  this  to  be  simply  one  of  them.     As 
a  rule,  she  was  perfectly  docile,  though  now 
and  then  she  would  take  some  fancy  into  her 
head,  from  which  no  coaxing  could  turn  her. 
John  Lawi'ence  had  a  considerable  influence 
over  her.    The  poor  thing  always  knew  him, 
and  seemed  pleased  to  see  him.    Sometimes 
she  would  talk  a  great  deal,  wandering  from 
one  subject  to  another  in   gentle  guileless 
babble,  painful  only  from  its  inconsequence. 
At  other  times  she  would  be  silent  for  hours, 
her  hands  upon  her  lap,  her  eyes  fixed  upon 
some  object  in  front  of  her,  her  poor  lips 
working  silently,  or  uttering  over  and  over 
some  baby  word  of  endearment,  which  she 
had  no  doubt  used  to  her  son  when  he  was 
a  child. 
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To  the  Colonel  the  sight  was  always  un- 
speakably pathetic,  filling  him  with  a  pity 
reaching  down  to  some  of  the  deepest  roots 
of  his  manhood.  Even  without  that  bribe 
which  stood  'beside  her  his  kindly  impulse 
would  have  been  capable  of  urging  him  to 
devote  himself  to  her  relief.  He  had  his 
bribe,  however,  so  we  must  be  chary  of 
giving  him  too  much  credit  for  what  he 
might  have  done  without  it. 

Insensibly  his  life  grew  into  a  sort  of 
supplement  of  theirs,  as  it  had  once  before 
grown  into  a  supplement  of  the  life  at  Mor- 
daunt.  The  place  seemed  to  open  for  him, 
and  he  dropped  into  it  so  naturally  that  it 
hardly  seemed  to  be  a  voluntary  act  at  all. 
Lady  Eleanor  clearly  wanted  help,  and 
equally  clearly  counted  as  a  matter  of  course 
upon  receiving  his.  There  was  a  good  deal 
of  one  kind  and  another  to  be  done,  and 
there  was  no  one  in  particular  to  do  it. 
Her  brother  was  with  his  regiment ;  the 
agent  of  the  property  was  old ;  of  available 
neighbours  there  were,  save  himself,  none. 
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Two  trustees  had.  been  appointed  under 
Algernon  Gathers'  will,  but  of  these  one  was 
that  trouble-hating  personage  the  Earl  of 
Helversdale  and  Kenneth,  the  other  was  Sir 
Peter  Batherwick  of  city  celebrity,  whose 
well-rounded  life  admitted  of  his  bestowing 
little  more  than  a  vague  and  distant  super- 
vision. Under  ordinary  circumstances  the 
ties  of  kindred  would  have  been  felt,  no  doubt, 
to  be  imperative,  and  no  lack  of  relations 
would  have  rallied  about  the  magnificently- 
endowed  widow  and  her  little  boy,  but 
against  this  affectionate  assiduity  poor  Mrs. 
Gathers'  condition  presented  an  almost  im- 
passable barrier,  and  for  this  it  must  be 
owned  John  Lawrence  secretly  offered  the 
poor  lady  an  eternal  meed  of  gratitude. 
Nothing  would  induce  Lady  Eleanor  to  alter 
the  line  which  she  had  laid  down  for  herself. 
Not  only  would  she  never  consent  to  banish 
Mrs.  Gathers,  but  she  refused,  save  now 
and  then  for  an  hour  or  so,  to  relegate  her 
to  the  care  of  the  servants.  Lady  Helvers- 
dale on  two  occasions  appeared  upon  the 
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scene,  but  on  eacli  occasion  retreated  at  the 
end  of  a  day  or  two,  declaring  the  impossi- 
bility of  her  being  expected  to  remain  under 
the  circumstances.  "  Eeally,  to  have  that 
poor  unfortunate  creature  moping  and 
mowing,  and  going  on  in  such  a  way  in  the 
drawing-room — no  one  ever  heard  of  such 
a  thing !  Only  Eleanor's  ignorance  of 
what  was  customary  could  excuse  it.  Why, 
when  old  Lord  Santander — a  delightful  man 
— had  been  ambassador  at  Berlin — got  that 
distressing  softening  of  the  brain,  his  family 
never  allowed  him  to  be  seen  downstairs. 
He  had  his  own  rooms  and  attendants,  so 
that  you  might  actually  have  stayed  in  the 
house  without  knowing  that  he  was  there  ! ' ' 
In  her  dismay  she  even  took  the  step  of 
appealing  to  John  Lawrence,  demonstrating 
to  him  the  utter  unreasonableness  of  Lady 
Eleanor's  conduct, — ''ruining  her  life,  in- 
conveniencing all  her  oiun  relations !  and  for 
what  ?  For  the  sake  of  a  person  who  really 
had  hardly  any  claims  upon  her  now  at  all !  " 
She  got  very  little  satisfaction  out  of  that 
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sturdy  partisan.  He  all  but  told  her  in  good 
round  terms  that  she  was  not  acquainted 
with  her  daughter  and  never  had  been.  An 
Eleanor  Gathers  seeking  her  own  ease, 
pushing  aside  uncomfortable  duties,  hoisting 
society  on  to  its  accustomed  throne,  and 
letting  everything  else  grovel  at  its  feet, 
would  simply  not  have  been  Eleanor  Gathers 
at  all,  but  somebody  totally  dissimilar. 

Even  he — well  as  he  flattered  himself  he 
did  know  her — was  filled  now  and  then  with 
secret  wonder  at  her  devotion,  at  the  patience 
with  which  she  met  all  her  poor  charge's 
many  and  wearjang  requirements  ;  tender  as 
a  daughter,  vigilant  as  a  nurse  that  is  paid 
for  her  services.  He  would  have  expected 
it,  and  yet  it  filled  him  with  as  keen  an 
admiration  as  if  it  had  been  a  surjDrise.  He 
was  very  susceptible,  the  reader  is  aware,  to 
admiration  in  that  direction  ! 

Had  its  destiny  been  even  a  less  unfriendly 
one  the  key-note  of  his  love  would  probably 
always  have  been  devotion.  Its  ruling 
thought  would  have  been  less — "  How  this 
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dear  woman  adores  me  !  "  than — ''What  a 
woman  this  is  that  I  adore  !  "  There  was  a 
touch  too  of  the  creator's  pride  in  it.  Stand- 
ing there  in  her  wonderful  beauty,  in  the 
finished  perfection  of  her  womanhood,  the 
centre  of  so  much  love,  honour,  admiration, 
the  pivot  round  which  a  whole  little  world 
revolved,  she  was  still  to  him  his  EII3-,  the 
colt-like  creature  whom  no  one  else  could 
tame,  who  had  been  almost  thrust  into  his 
hands  like  a  wild  bird  or  bright- eyed  creature 
that  puzzled  its  captors.  The  creator's  role 
is  never  an  easy  one,  and  John  Lawrence 
had  a  full  share  of  its  pangs.  It  took  the 
form  of  a  rigid  watch  over  himself.  Not  by 
word,  look,  gesture,  would  he  add  to  her 
burden ;  not  by  word,  look,  gesture,  risk 
that  friendship  dearer  to  him  than  anything 
else  he  possessed.  Even  had  their  circum- 
stances been  more  nearly  equal,  with  what 
face  could  he  ask  her  to  turn  over  this  tear- 
bhstered  page,  and  complacently  begin 
another  ?  But  how  far  were  they  from  being 
equal !     She  was  a  rich  woman — the  richest, 
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it  was  said,  in  the  county — while  he — the 
juxtaposition  was  enough ! — proprietor  of  a 
tumble-down  shanty,  and  half  a  dozen  acres 
of  gorse  and  scrub !  No !  honour,  pride, 
decency,  every  sort  of  respectable,  if  incon- 
venient virtue,  forbade  the  idea.  His  rdle 
was  fixed,  and  there  were  few  greater  mis- 
takes than  for  a  man  to  try  too  late  to  alter 
his  role  I 

Under  this  self-denying  ordinance  the 
situation  was  not  precisely  thriUing,  and  yet 
John  Lawrence  found  little  to  complain  of. 
As  the  summer  passed  away,  and  September 
faded,  and  October  began  to  sicken  towards 
November,  and  the  hedges  and  ditches  were 
cumbered  with  the  ranks  of  the  dead  and 
the  dying,  the  sense  of  continuity  and 
security  deepened  upon  him  till  he  began  to 
feel  it  a  sort  of  order  of  nature  that  he  should 
start  as  early  as  decency  permitted  in  the 
afternoon,  spend  the  remainder  of  it  at  Red- 
combe,  dine  there  if  he  was  asked,  which 
was  not  invariably  the  case,  and  walk  cheer- 
fully   home   along    the    lanes,    under   the 
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muffled  starlight,  or  through  that  dropping 
cui'tain  of  Devonshire  rain,  which  seems 
always  more  pervasive  there  than  in  any 
other  corner  of  England. 

He  was  extremely,  quite  exceptionally 
liappy,  happier  probably  than  he  had  ever 
been  before.  He  hardly  thought  of  the 
future,  but  little  even  of  the  past,  the  present 
seemed  to  have  grown  large  enough,  and  he 
rested  in  it  contentedly.  That  sense  of 
Algernon  Gathers'  ownership,  which  at  first 
had  troubled  him,  wore  off  after  a  while,  as  the 
impress  of  even  the  best  and  best-loved  owner 
inevitably  must  and  does.  Day  by  day,  too, 
it  became  more  difficult,  not  only  for  him 
but  for  all,  to  resist  a  certain  sense  of  cheer, 
that  sober  cheer  which  comes  often  with  the 
lengthening  nights,  and  is  never  more  felt 
than  when  the  same  set  of  people  meet 
evening  after  evening  round  the  same  hearth, 
cut  off  safely  from  intrusion,  with  the  oak 
logs  reddening  to  powder,  with  an  ever- 
running  accompaniment  of  children's  bab- 
bling talk  and  laughter,  as  irrepressible  and 
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as  contagious  as  the  little  sportive  jets  of 
flame,  which  will  leap  and  dance,  and  utter 
quick  little  interjectionary  notes,  no  matter 
how  thickly  the  shadows  may  be  lying  else- 
where. 

It  seemed  to  John  Lawrence  that  Eleanor 
Gathers'  own  life  was  trying  hard  to  piece 
itself  together  again.  Lighter  touches 
broke  out  here  and  there  over  the  sombre- 
ness  of  her  moods,  and  though  they  passed 
away  others  arose  in  their  turn.  It  took 
amongst  other  symptoms  the  form  of  a  little 
return  to  her  earliest  tone  with  himself. 
She  would  fall  into  half-smiling,  half-serious 
arguments,  sometimes  holding  her  own  side 
with  a sparkof  the  old imperiousness,  bearing 
him  down  and  asserting  her  opinion,  not  by 
argument,  but  by  sheer  right  of  acknow- 
ledged queenship.  It  seemed  to  him — and 
he  realized  it  with  an  odd  mixture  of  pain 
and  pleasure — that  with  him  she  was  dif- 
ferent somehow  to  what  she  was  with 
others ;  less  considerate,  more  imperious, 
sometimes  even  a  trifle  capricious.     Grown 
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into  the  most  patient,  the  most  self-effacing 
of  women,  she  reverted  a  little  here.  Her 
old  self  broke  out  in  a  new  place,  showing 
a  little  wilfulness,  a  little  capriciousness, 
nay,  now  and  then  a  streak  of  downright 
honest  feminine  unreasonableness.  It 
showed  in  other  matters  beside  argument. 
She  wanted  his  help,  and  depended  upon 
it  completely,  so  completely,  that  he  some- 
times wondered  whether  she  quite  realized 
how  fast  a  time  was  coming  when  that 
pleasant  burden  must  perforce  be  relegated 
to  other  shoulders.  More  even  than  her 
words,  her  looks — everything  that  she  did — 
showed  that  she  depended  upon  him.  If 
he  stayed  away  even  a  few  additional  hours 
she  resented  it  as  if  she  had  an  unchal- 
lenged right  to  his  time  and  services.  For 
all  that  she  would  now  and  then  carry  out 
some  scheme  which  they  had  planned  to- 
gether with  a  sort  of  sudden  imperiousness 
quite  as  though  he  had  never  had  any  share 
or  lot  in  it.  He  wondered  a  little  why  she 
did   so.      Was   it   to   show   her   pwn   inde- 
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pendence  ?  Was  it,  could  it  be  upon  some 
darkly  feminine  theory  of  compensation — 
paying  back  as  it  were  upon  his  unoffending 
shoulders  some  of  those  weary  by-gone 
hours  of  self-effacement  ?  or  was  it — perhaps 
that  after  all  was  the  explanation — that  she 
simply  forgot  him  when  he  was  out  of  sight, 
and  remembered  him  only  when  anything 
called  for  his  services,  as  we  remember  a 
stick  or  an  umbrella  only  when  we  happen 
to  want  a  support,  or  when  the  weather 
threatens  to  be  showery  ? 

These,  however,  were  trifles,  and  for  the 
most  part  the  measure  of  his  content  was 
full — pressed  together,  and  running  over. 
In  a  more  social  neighbourhood,  or  one  in 
which  Society  the  Explorer  had  attained  to 
more  rigorous  methods  of  observation,  so 
close  an  attendance,  even  upon  the  part 
of  the  oldest  of  friends,  could  hardly  have 
failed  to  awaken  comment.  Whatever 
other  drawbacks  the  neighbourhood  of  Ked- 
combe  might  have  had,  in  this  respect  it 
was  above  reproach.     Lady  Mordaunt,  when 
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by  cliance  they  met  in  her  rooms,  used  to 
look  from  one  to  the  other  with  a  moment- 
ary scrutiny,  kindly  but  whimsical.  She 
never  said  anything  on  the  subject,  even 
when  John  Lawrence  chanced  to  be  tete- 
d-tSte  with  her,  so  that  he  naturally  con- 
cluded that  she  suspected  nothing  on  either 
side  beyond  a  friendship,  which  had  certainly 
the  sanction  of  the  hoariest  antiquity  for  its 
encouragement. 

So  the  winter  passed,  and  the  spring 
began  to  make  efforts  towards  asserting 
itself,  and  there  were  small  lambs  in  the 
Eedcombe  pastures,  and  young  crows  on 
the  tops  of  the  big  lime-trees.  Jan  used 
to  come  in  every  day,  her  eyes  w4de  with 
tales  of  extraordinary  discoveries  she  had 
been  making  in  the  lawn  or  the  garden. 
To  John  Lawrence  the  lengthening  days 
chiefly  suggested  the  fact  that  he  must 
shortly  be  going  back  to  India — by  the 
beginning  of  May,  barely  six  weeks  off — 
a  necessity  which  pressed  upon  him  with 
a  weight  growing  heavier  the  nearer  it 
approached. 
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He  hinted  it  from  time  to  time  to  Lady 
Eleanor,  but  she  always  met  it  by  an  im- 
perious rejoinder.  Go  ?  How  could  he 
go  ?  It  was  utterly  out  of  the  question ! 
He  mustn't  even  tliinh  of  such  a  thing  ! 
What  was  to  be  done  about  this,  that,  and 
the  other,  if  he  went  ?  how  were  any  of 
them  to  get  on  without  him  ?  Above  all, 
what  was  Mrs.  Gathers  to  do  ? 

He  used  to  smile  and  waive  the  question, 
willingly  enough,  letting  the  occasion  pass, 
and  turning  to  something  else.  The  time, 
however,  was  passing  on  and  on  until  now 
there  was  very  little  of  it  left. 

A  couple  of  weeks  before  the  inevitable 
end  he  invited  her  and  the  children  to  spend 
an  afternoon  at  Colt's  Head,  to  drink  tea 
and  hunt  for  sea  beasts  in  the  rock  pools. 
It  was  a  warm  day  for  the  time  of  year, 
straggling  glints  of  sunshine  brightening 
the  wet  seaweeds  and  tufts  of  yellow  goats- 
beard — the  two  best  bits  of  colouring  just 
then  upon  his  territory.  He  waited  a  little 
while  for  his  visitors,  then,  finding  that  they 
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did  not  arrive,  put  on  his  hat  and  sauntered 
down  the  path  to  meet  them,  pausing  again 
at  the  boundary  of  his  dominions,  where  a 
newly  erected  paling  had  been  set  up,  and 
looking  back  across  it. 

The  sea,  which  washed  it  on  three  sides, 
gave  from  this  point  a  certain  dignity  to 
the  little  triangular  plot,  a  dignity,  yet  at 
the  same  time  a  decided  absurdity.  Poor 
little  human  appanage  !  type  of  the  myriads 
of  more  or  less  ludicrous  human  appanages 
scattered  over  the  face  of  the  round  world, 
and  along  the  edge  of  the  great  deep,  type 
it  in  its  turn  of  that  hovering  unknown 
vastness,  beyond  the  grasp  of  even  the 
hungriest  hands.  Never  before  had  it 
seemed  to  its  owner  so  small ;  never  before 
had  his  own  disabilities  shone  in  so  lu- 
dicrous a  light.  He  could  have  laughed 
aloud  at  the  bare  thought  of  the  proprietor 
of  that,  aspiring  even  in  his  dreams  to  be 
anything  to  her.  If  in  his  dreams — and  he 
had  been  visited  by  very  strange  dreams 
lately — such    a  hope   had   come,  then  his 
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dreams,  he  told  himself,  must  have  been  the 
dreams  of  a  madman. 

He  was  still  communing  in  this  cheerful 
fashion  when  he  caught  sight  of  his  guests 
coming  towards  him,  so  started  up,  and 
hastened  forward  to  meet  them. 

They  clambered  down  the  cliffs,  and,  the 
tide  being  out,  visited  the  rock  pools,  where 
the  big  sea  urchins  lived  each  in  an  arm- 
chair which  it  had  scooped  for  itself  in  the 
rock ;  where  snaky  anemones  reared  green 
and  red-tipped  arms,  gobbles  and  blennies 
shot  to  and  fro,  and  ghostly  prawns  peeped 
at  them  from  under  the  overhanging  ulva. 
The  children  were  in  tearing  spirits,  excited 
like  a  pair  of  young  kittiwakes  under  the 
touch  of  spring.  Even  Lady  Eleanor's 
smile  lost  some  of  its  seriousness  as  she 
pointed  out  old  haunts  of  hers,  little 
changed  in  all  these  years,  or  held  a  pair 
of  wriggling  little  legs  while  the  rest  of  the 
body  vanished  under  dripping  boulders, 
where  the  most  delightful  things  might 
have  been  seen  if  only  the  capabilities  of 

VOL.  III.  u 


290  MAJOR   LAWRENCE,  F.L.S. 

the  human  anatomy  had  not  been  so  cruelly 
circumscribed.  It  seemed  to  John  Law- 
rence that  there  was  a  spirit  within  her, 
too,  telling  her  to  be  young  again,  peeping 
eager  eyes,  and  breathing  quick  breaths  of 
longing.  The  stone  still  lay  upon  the 
ground,  but  the  strong  succulent  growths 
and  little  wiry  grasses  were  making  pro- 
digious efforts  to  thrust  it  aside,  and  sooner 
or  later  they  were  bound  to  succeed. 

Half-an-hour  afterwards,  while  the  chil- 
dren were  regaling  themselves  upon  lumps 
of  plum-duff,  and  smearing  their  faces  with 
blackberry  jam  provided  by  the  pensioner's 
wife,  he  and  she  sauntered  leisurely  to  and 
fro  along  the  little  path  which  edged  the 
cliff,  sometimes  talking,  oftener  silent — 
that  silence  which  only  love  or  very,  very 
close-sealed  friendship  ever  attains  to. 

He  had  been  speaking  of  something  that 
was  to  happen  in  the  summer,  after  he  had 
left,  he  said.  Suddenly  she  turned  to  him 
with  a  rapid  gesture — 

"Colonel    Lawrence  —  John  —  tell    me. 
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Are  you  really  going  to  leave  us  ?     Must 
you  go  ?  "  she  inquired  urgently. 

"I  must,"  lie  answered;  "I  am  bound 
to  be  back  by  the  middle  of  June.  Besides, 
why  should  I  stay?  There  is  nothing  in  the 
world  to  keep  me  !  "  he  added  with  a  sudden 
bitterness,  inspired  he  hardly  himself  knew 
by  what. 

She  made  'no  answer,  and  they  walked 
silently  on  side  by  side.  The  long  roll  of 
the  shingle  underneath  was  dully  audible, 
the  great  grey  plain  stretched  dimly  away 
into  the  far-oflf  illuminated  distance. 

They  had  been  silent  some  time,  and  he 
had  turned  to  make  some  remark  to  her, 
when  he  discovered  to  his  consternation  that 
she  was  crying.  The  discovery  gave  him 
the  keenest  discomfort,  so  keen  that  he 
found  it  impossible  to  conceal  it. 

"  Eleanor — dear  Lady  Eleanor — what  is 
it,  do  tell  me  ?  "  he  cried  in  a  tone  of  dis- 
may. ^'  Have  I — can  I  have  said  anything 
that  has  distressed  you  ?     Please  tell  me." 

"  No,  no,  I  hardly  know  what  it  is.     It  is 
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only  that  I  am  tired  :  I  have  had  a  good 
many  things  the  last  few  days  to  worry  me. 
It  is  very  foolish,  I  know,  but  I  feel  so 
lonely  sometimes  ;  so  dreadfully  lonely — ^no 
one  can  guess  Jioiv  lonely.  No  one  seems  to 
belong  to  me,  or  want  me, — except,  of  course, 
my  little  children.  I  feel  so  extraordinarily 
solitary  in  the  world.  I  seem  to  have  lost 
all  my  strength  too.  I  can't  think  where  it 
has  gone,  I  used  to  have  a  good  deal." 

She  had  turned  appealingly  to  him  as  she 
spoke,  but  now  paused,  startled  by  some- 
thing in  his  face — that  kindly,  helpful  face 
which  she  had  turned  to  so  often,  which 
had  offered  so  much,  and  had  asked  for  so 
little  in  return.  John,  in  fact,  had  changed, 
— people  do  change  sometimes  suddenly, 
once  for  all.  An  impulse  had  come  over 
him,  one  that  he  could  neither  resist  nor 
control.  His  sober,  patient  love  had  sud- 
denly changed  its  character.  Like  lightning, 
it  had  become  imperious.  It  would  have  its 
rights,  or  die  for  them.  It  was  masculine 
enough   7ioiv,  if  never   before,  in   its   self- 
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insistence  !  All  those  obstacles  which  he 
had  himself  so  carefully  heaped  up  against 
it — his  pride,  her  wealth,  her  recent  widow- 
hood, his  whole  realization  of  the  fitness  of 
things — he  struck  them  right  and  left  as 
if  they  had  been  straws ;  tossed  the  whole 
useless  barricade  bodily  upside  down,  and 
stepped  unhesitatingly  over  the  ruins. 

"  That  is  not  true.  You  know  perfectly 
well  that  it  is  not  true,  Eleanor  !  "  he  said 
quietly.  "  You  know  very  well  that  what- 
ever you  may  be  to  others  to  me  you  are 
first, — more  than  first — you  are  the  only 
woman  alive !  I  love  you — always  have, 
always  must,  wherever  you  are,  wherever 
I  am.  It  is  no  doing  of  mine,  it  is  part  of 
myself — will  be  till  I  die." 

He  stopped.  She  was  looking  at  him — he 
hardly  knew  how — startled,  almost  aghast, 
as  a  woman  does  look  when  a  man,  whom 
she  imagines  that  she  knows,  suddenly 
reveals  himself  in  a  new  light,  stands  before 
her  a  new  figure,  unfamiliar,  possibly  even 
unguessed  at !     She  was  trembling  shghtly. 
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and  put  out   her  hand   as  if  in  search  of 
support. 

*'  There,  fool  that  I  am,  I  have  startled 
you  !  "  he  said  with  sudden  compunction. 
"  God  knows  why  I  said  it !  I  never  meant 
to  do  so,  it  hroke  out  hearing  you  talk 
ahout  your  loneliness.  I  know  that  it  is 
impossible,  and  even  if  it  were  not  I  know 
that  I  am  nothing  to  you." 

She  stretched  out  her  hands  appeahngly. 

"Don't!"  she  said  brokenly — "don't — 
don't.  You  are — more  than  you  think; 
only" — she  paused,  then  suddenly  burst 
out — "  Oh,  if  I  could !  if  I  could  !  don't 
you  hioiu,  John,  that  I  would  if  I  could  ? 
Dear  John,  I  do  care  for  you — better  than 
for  any  one — except  my  children — my  Jan 
— my  little  Algy.  But  I  can't  do — that! 
I  gave  him  all  I  had  once,  and  now  there 
is  nothing — nothing  for  you,  nothing  for 
myself,  nothing  for  any  one.  Nothing ! 
nothing!  7iothing !  "  She  burst  into  fresh 
sobs,  and  the  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks 
in  a  flood. 
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He    stood    still,  feeling    very    helpless, 
rather   bewildered,    a   httle   abashed.      He 
had  known  it  all  along,  he  said  to  himself, 
and   yet — these   things   being  never  really 
known  beforehand — he  felt  it  as  if  it  had 
been  unforeseen.     Even  in  the  midst  of  his 
own  discomfort  an  impulse  of  generosity  rose 
to  the  fi'ont,  and  a  great  pity  surged  over 
him,  as  he  bent  his  eyes  on  her  as  she  stood 
there  in  all  the  plenitude  of  her  beauty,  never 
perhaps  before  so  beautiful.      '' NotJiing !  ^' 
she  had  said  !    Not  for  him  alone,  but  never, 
never  in  all  the  years  to  come  !     That  one 
poisoned  draught  of  joy  had  made  havoc 
of  all  the   growing  years.      She  had   sent 
her  arrow  into  the  air,  and  it  had  missed 
its  mark,  had  thrown  her  one  stake,  and  the 
wretched   coin   had  been  swept  away  and 
lost  in  the  dust  for  ever.     By  no  fault  of 
hers,  by  a  mere  misjudgment,  an  error  so 
natural  that  it  was  hardly  an  error  at  all, 
her   hfe — nay,  her  whole  memory  of  that 
life — was   nothing   but    one    great   aching 
wound,  worse  a  thousand  times  than  any 
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simple  void.  Thinking  of  all  this,  of  all  he 
had  seen,  all  he  had  guessed,  all  she  had 
endured,  of  which  she  still  bore  the  traces, 
his  heart  melted  over  her  with  a  great  ten- 
derness. He  did  not  even  resent — what  he 
might  fairly  have  resented — the  woman's 
unreasonable  appeal,  and  the  equally  un- 
reasonable if  also  equally  womanly  astonish- 
ment when  the  response  to  that  appeal  was 
more  vehement  than  she  had  bargained  for. 
He  was  past,  in  truth,  resenting  that  or 
anything  else.  Lady  Mordaunt  had  twitted 
him  with  his  humility,  and  he  felt  certainly 
desperately  humble  now.  She  w^as  his  all, 
you  see.  Other  men  put  treasures  into 
different  caskets,  but  he  had  only  this  one. 
He  w^as  nothing,  he  told  himself,  to  her, 
but  that  could  not  affect  the  position.  He 
had  given  what  he  had  given,  and  it  was 
past  his  own  power  to  withdraw  the  gift 
again. 

Suddenly  she  looked  up  through  her  tears 
with  a  little  quick,  imperious  gesture,  one 
which  he  had  grown  accustomed  to  of  late — 
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"  But  that  has  nothing  to  say  to  your 
going  back  to  India  !  "  she  exclaimed  ener- 
getically. "Please  don't  go.  I  am  sure 
you  need  not  if  you  do  not  choose.  There 
must  be  plenty  of  others  there  without  you, 
and  we  want  you  so  badly.  I,  and  Mrs. 
Gathers,  and  the  children.  Promise  that 
you  will  not  go,  at  any  rate  for  a  long,  long 
time?" 

He  stared  at  her  silently.  It  was  one  of 
those  impulses  which  have  set  men  talking 
from  the  beginning  of  time  about  the  un- 
accountableness  of  the  feminine  mind ! 
Why  on  earth  should  she  wish  him  to 
remain,  seeing  that  he  was  no  more  to  her 
than  he  was,  that  she  plainly  never  wished 
him  to  be  anything  more  ?  What  he  failed 
to  understand,  what  she  did  not  perhaps 
fully  understand  herself,  was  that  if  she 
shrank  from  marrying  him,  she  shrank  still 
more  from  losing  him.  That  the  thought 
of  her  life  with  him  gone  out  of  it  was  as 
the  thought  of  a  life  without  a  centre,  a 
boat  without  a  rudder,  a  thing  maimed  and 
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incomplete.  He  did  not  understand  it,  and 
his  anger — a  difficult  fount  for  her  to  touch 
— was  stirred.     His  bristles  began  to  rise. 

"It  would  be  utterly  impossible,  of 
course!"  he  said  curtly.  "You  evidently 
don't  in  the  least  understand.  How  the — 
how  on  earth  could  I  remain  ?  It  is  ridicu- 
lous even  to  suppose  such  a  thing  !  " 

The  tears  sprang  again  to  her  eyes. 

"You  are  very  :  unkind.  You  say  that 
only  to  pain  me,  to  make  me  feel  that  I 
have  acted  badly,  and  all  because — because 
other  things  are  impossible — as  they  are — 
quite,  quite  imjDossible  !  " 

Suddenly — by  dint,  perhaps,  of  her  insist- 
ence— a  hope  began  to  rise  in  his  breast,  a 
very  small  hope,  seen  far  off,  and  vaguely  as 
if  through  some  disturbing  medium.  It  was 
like  some  creature  of  the  deep,  which  rises 
to  the  surface  when  every  ripple  is  laid. 
For  a  moment  he  seemed  to  catch  the  faint 
pulsations  of  its  coming,  to  perceive  it 
gleaming  deep  down  below  the  surface. 

"  Will  it  alivays  be  impossible,  Eleanor  ?  " 
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he  said  tenderly,  his  face  looking  leaner  and 
browner  than  usual,  but  all  the  patient  love 
of  his  whole  life  shining  clear  and  steady  in 
his  honest  eyes.  "  Don't  keep  me  in  sus- 
pense, dear,  but  tell  me.  I  can  bear  it. 
Why  should  I  not  ?  I  have  never  had  any 
hope,  so  that  there  is  nothing  new  in  that. 
Only  tell  me  ;  tell  me  honestly." 

She  threw  out  her  hands  impetuously. 

"  How  can  I  tell  ?  I  do — love — you,  the 
word  is  not  a  bit  too  strong,  but  when  I  think 
of  marriage,  when  I  think  of  all  those  old 
mad,  foolish,  wicked  feelings — for  those  sort 
of  wild,  reckless  feelings  are  wicked — it  fills 
me  with  a  sort  of  horror !  When  you  tell 
me  that  you  love  me,  then  it  all  comes 
back,  and  it  makes  me — it  makes  me  " — she 
paused,  grew  very  pale,  and  a  look  almost 
of  terror  came  into  her  face.  "  I  cannot. 
Simply  I  cannot !  Don't  ask  me  ! "  she  cried 
passionately. 

"  Very  well,"  he  answered  quietly.  He 
stood  still,  looking  at  her.  She  was  white, 
he  saw,  to  the  very  lips,  her  eyes,  too,  had  a 
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scared  look,  as  if  she  saw  something  strange 
and  terrible.  What  did  she  see  ?  What 
gleams  from  the  past  were  throwing  their 
sinister  light  along  the  footway  ? 

"  Listen,"  he  said  after  a  moment.  "  Put 
all  this  out  of  your  head  since  it  must  be  so  ; 
put  out  of  your  head  that  I  have  spoken  ; 
put  everything  away  that  disturbs  you. 
When  I  come  back — as  I  shall  come,  sooner 
perhaps  than  you  look  for  ! — then  I  will  ask 
you  again.  If  you  can  give  me  another 
answer  well  and  good  ;  if  not — well,  if  not,  I 
suppose  I  must  learn  to  bear  it !  Only  get 
well,  get  calm,  be  as  happy  as  ever  you  can, 
that  is  what  you  have  got  to  do  notu.'^ 

He  turned  of  his  own  accord,  and  they 
walked  back  together  to  the  cottage. 

The  sea  had  changed  its  note  and  become 
noisier.  There  was  a  hollow  reverberation 
like  the  preludings  of  a  coming  storm,  and 
all  the  little  sea-pools  were  crossed  with 
angry  wrinkles.  Words — mad,  strong,  pas- 
sionate, adoring — kept  leaping  up  to  John 
Lawrence's  lips,  overwhelming  him  almost 
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with  their  insistence,  but  he  drove  them 
resohitely  back.  She  should  not  be  tor- 
mented, he  said  to  himself;  she  should  be 
left  in  peace ;  her  life  should  have  time  to 
settle  itself  till  the  sensitive  tendrils  had 
anchored  again  after  the  storm,  till  Time  the 
merciful  had  given  back  to  her  something  of 
the  old  tranquillity.  If  by  pressing  her  now 
he  could — as  for  a  moment  it  had  seemed — 
have  overcome  her  reluctance  still  he  would 
have  abstained.  If  by  tormenting  her  he 
could  have  won  her,  even  so  he  swore  to 
himself  he  would  not  torment  her.  The 
perfect  hero,  we  all  agree  and  admit,  is  the 
perfect  monster,  yet  at  this  moment,  if 
never  before  or  again  in  his  history,  John 
Lawrence,  in  his  biographer's  opinion,  was 
the  perfect  hero. 

The  children,  who  had  been  going  through 
no  such  exciting  moments,  were  still  soberly 
eating  plum-duff,  and  besmearing  their  faces 
with  jam  in  the  little  parlour.  Jan  came  to 
the  wbidow  with  a  large  lump  of  the  former 
delicacy  in  her  fingers. 
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"  Have  a  little  bit,  Muddie,"  she  said, 
stretching  it  down  over  the  ledge  towards 
them.  ''Just  a  wheshy,  wheshy  bit,"  she 
continued  insinuatingly.  "It  is  so  nice, 
and  hard,  and  stodgy,  all  over  little  leathery 
lumps  like  vezy  old  plum-pudding." 

"  That  doesn't  sound  tempting  !  You  are 
not  kind  to  Colonel  Lawrence's  good  things, 
Jan! "  her  mother  said,  with  rather  a  faltering 
laugh. 

"  But  it  is  good !  weally  good,"  she  an- 
nounced, turning  to  the  proprietor  of  the 
depreciated  dainty  with  an  air  of  conviction  ; 
"  I  like  it.  And  I  am  coming  back  vezy 
soon  to  see  if  the  httle  prickly  man  has 
got  into  his  hole.  Algy  is  too  young ;  I 
shall  come  alone  all  by  my  own  self  next 
time!" 

"  Shall  you  forget  me,  Jan,  when  I  have 
gone  ?  "  he  enquired,  rather  irrelevantly  to 
the  prickly  man. 

Jan  drew  herself  up.  "I  never  forget ;  do 
I,  Muddie  ?  I  thudn't  forget  you  not  if  you 
was    away    for    yearths   and  yearths    and 
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yearths  !  Not  if  you  never  came  back  never 
no  more !  " 

''  Let  us  hope  it  may  not  be  quite  so  long 
as  all  that,"  be  answered  with  a  laugb. 

Ten  days  afterwards  be  went,  and  tbey 
remained  bebind,  under  tbe  dappled  skies, 
and  beside  tbe  river,  running  tbick  and 
turbid  to  its  goal.  He  did  not  bear  very 
often  from  Lady  Eleanor  during  bis  absence, 
and  ber  letters,  wben  tbey  did  come,  seemed 
to  bim  to  breatbe  a  certain  constraint. 
Lady  Mordaunt's  were  mucb  fuller,  and  it 
was  from  ber  tbat  be  received  tbe  account 
of  tbat  tragedy  wbicb  was  tbe  most  signal 
event  of  tbe  year  following  bis  departure. 

Mrs.  Catbers,  sbe  told  bim,  bad  for  some 
time,  been  getting  worse,  ber  appetite  declin- 
ing, ber  strength  failing.  One  day,  as  sbe 
was  sitting  witb  ber  daugbter-in-law  and  a 
nurse  in  an  upstairs  room,  sbe  suddenly 
sprang  from  ber  cbair,  ran  over  to  a  window 
and  opened  it.  Tbey  followed,  and  urged 
ber  to  close  it,  tbe  day  being  bleak  and  raw, 
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but  she  took  no  notice.  Hark  !  she  said, 
Algernon  was  calhng ;  did  they  not  hear 
him  ?  what  did  they  mean  by  not  going  to 
see  what  he  wanted  ?  was  he  to  be  kept 
waiting  in  his  own  house  ?  With  great  dif- 
ficulty they  got  her  at  last  to  believe  that  he 
was  not  there,  and  to  sit  down  again,  but 
after  that  nothing  would  divest  her  mind  of 
the  idea.  At  all  hours  of  the  day  and  night 
she  would  start  up  and  say  that  Algernon 
wanted  her.  He  was  in  the  next  room,  or 
he  was  shooting  in  the  wood,  or  he  had  just 
come  in  from  riding,  and  she  must  go  and 
see  that  the  door  was  open,  as  he  would 
certainly  take  a  chill  if  he  were  not  let  in  at 
once.  Poor  thing,  it  was  she,  in  spite  of  all 
care.  Lady  Mordaunt  went  on  to  say,  that 
took  the  chill !  One  night  in  early  spring, 
when  snow  was  on  the  ground,  the  nurse, 
who  had  a  bed  in  the  room,  was  asleep. 
Eleanor,  who  slept  in  the  next  room,  and 
generally  awoke  at  the  slightest  movement, 
was  also  asleep,  no  one  knew  that  the  poor 
creature  had  left  her  bed,  run  downstairs, 
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and  managed  to  get  the  front  door  open.  It 
was  not  until  a  sensation  of  cold  stealing 
through  the  house  awoke  Eleanor,  who, 
springing  up,  went  into  the  next  room, 
where  to  her  horror  she  found  the  bed 
empty.  Arousing  the  nurse,  both  hurried 
downstairs,  and  there,  in  her  nightgown, 
exposed  to  the  full  draught,  they  found 
Mrs.  Gathers,  crouched  upon  the  doorstep, 
waiting  patiently  for  her  son,  whom  she  no 
doubt  believed  to  be  somewhere  not  far 
off.  They  got  her  back,  of  course,  to  bed, 
applied  hot  fomentations,  and  sent  off  post- 
haste for  the  doctor.  But  the  hour's  chill 
had  done  its  work.  Next  morning  she  was 
in  high  fever,  talking  wildly  of  Algernon, 
her  baby,  her  darling  boy ;  why  did  they 
not  bring  him  to  her  ?  did  they  want  to  kill 
her  child,  her  precious  treasure  ?  After 
about  a  week  the  fever  left  her,  but  she 
began  steadily  to  sink,  and  nothing  that  the 
doctors  could  do  would  restore  her  strength, 
and  within  three  weeks  she  had  followed 
Algernon  Gathers,  and  been  laid  beside  him 
in  the  same  grave. 
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Her  grand-daughter,  Lady  Mordaunt  went 
on  to  inform  him,  had  taken  the  poor  thing's 
death  desperately  to  heart,  and  had  chosen 
to  imagine  that  it  was  in  some  way  her 
fault,  the  effect  of  her  having  slept  too 
soundly  that  night,  or  of  some  want  of 
proper  precaution.  It  was  one  of  Eleanor's 
failings  that  she  was  certainly  morhid.  The 
troubles  of  her  married  life  had  told  in  that 
direction.  She  could  not  get  it  out  of  her 
head  that  everything  that  went  wrong  was 
somehow  or  other  her  fault.  Well,  perhaps, 
in  a  sense  it  was  !  She  had  chosen  to  marry 
Algernon  Gathers  contrary  to  the  advice  of 
older  and  wiser  people,  and  must  take  the 
consequences.  He  was  dead,  but  such  a 
life  as  theirs  had  been  left  ghosts  behind  it. 
Happily  for  her  she  was  young,  and  the 
ghosts  which  haunt  young  people  lack  per- 
sistence. They  come  and  go  and  change 
their  colours  like  the  flower-beds  in  a 
garden,  wliich  are  blue  and  yellow  at  one 
time  of  year,  and  red  and  purple  at  another. 
It  was  only  in  the  winter,  it  was  only  when 


TEE   CURTAIN  FALLS.  307 

you  were  old,  that  they  were  always  the 
same,  that  they  sat  staring  at  you  all  day 
with  the  same  dull,  stony  faces,  till  you  felt 
like  throwing  your  teacup  at  them,  and 
bidding  them  begone.  Her  grand-daughter 
was  devoting  herself  to  good  works  of 
various  kinds,  and  seemed  to  her  to  be 
making  a  hecatomb  of  political  economy, 
and  offering  it  up  to  her  troubles.  It  was 
to  be  hoped  some  one  would  interfere  before 
she  had  pauperized  the  whole  neighbour- 
hood, which  she  seemed  to  be  in  a  fair  way 
of  doing. 

The  letter  ended — "You  say  that  you 
are  coming  back,  and,  if  so,  in  the  name  of 
sense  and  reason  let  it  be  as  a  free  man 
this  time,  and  not  upon  a  ticket-of-leave, 
not  with  a  rope  tied  round  your  leg  like  a 
goat  tethered  out  for  the  day  and  liable  to 
be  plucked  back  the  minute  he  is  getting  a 
mouthful.  Four  thousand  miles,  allow  me 
to  assure  you,  is  an  inconvenient  distance 
to  run  backwards  and  forwards,  so  let  those 
ridiculous  people  who  have  kept  you  there 
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SO  long  know  that  you  are  not  going  to  be 
at  their  beck  and  call  any  longer.  That 
there  are  other  people  at  this  end  of  the 
world  that  are  worth  at  least  as  much  as 
they  are  and  who  cannot  any  longer  do 
without  you." 


THE    END. 
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